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Adors Names. 


John, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, originally « German Lady, 
napeed Joanna Anglica ; aſterwards diſguis'd in the Ha- 
bit of « Prieſt of the BenediQtine Order, next « Card:s- 
nal, and-laſtly Created Pope. 


Lorenzo , 4 Courtier 4 « mean Extrads, preferr'd by the 
| Luſt of Cardin! John, and privately her Inamorato. 


Amiran, AVVoman in the Habit of a Page, « fworn Confi- 
dent to the Intrigue of Lorenzo and Rhemes. 


The Duke of Saxony, at preſent « Gueſt in Rome, brought + 


thither for the Love of « Beantiful Roman Lady called 
Angeline, #0 whom he is newly married. 


Angeline, his Ducheſs. 

Carlo, his Servant. 

The Confiſtory of Cardinals. 

The old Duke of Saxony's Ghoſt, 


Prieſts, Hereticks, Romans, Witneſſes ; with Meſſengers, 
Servants, and all other Attendants. 


The Scene, ROME. 
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AGTL 


Saxony and Angeline with Artenidents. : 


Sax. Y deareſt Angelize, my ſofteſt Bride ! 
Oh never did the Riſing Sun ſalute 
A. man more happy, or aday more glorious : 
Laft night, onr Nuptial Coronation night. 
Oh the vaſt Scenes of my immortal Joys! ' | 
To what high Orb of Glory am I wrapt ? 
So a tranſlated Soul caught up to Heaven, 
Stands on the Battlements of his new Paradice, 
And with a wondring eye ſurveys how: far . 
He has left the diſtant pnder-world beneath him. 
Ang. My deareſt Lord, this isextreamly, ind, 
And I, methinks, have ſuch an equal ſhare 
In my dear Lord's delight, that oh my Lord, 
Something I had to ſay, but I want words ; 
Oh let my Bluſhes {peak the reſt, for 1 a... 
Too young in Love to talk. 
Sax. Bluſh on, Tweet Innocence. 
Bluſh till thy burning Cheeks 
Glow like the Incenſe on a velſtal Fire, 
Then in-my Arms let thy warm ſweets expire. 
But tho? Iam — Oz 
Encircled round with all: the Harmony heotd emit! 
Of Soveraignty, Power, Wealth and Honours, f 110 2 
Whilſt Fortune ings above, and Pleaſures dance around me: 
Nay, to ſum all, though I have Thee, a Treaſure 
So far above th'e enjoyment ,of a Crown, - 
(For Crowns the World has brighter, Heauties none, ) 
Yet with all theſe l am not Wen happy | 


| (2) 


Oh; q-w' I had a Father, 
Whoſe » Whoſe Royal Blood is unrevyenged. 
Ang. And does that melancholy Thought ariſe 
At this untimely hour ? F 
Sax. Yes, my ſweet Angeline, I had a Father, 
A Prince ſo Excellent, fo truly Noble, 
Too good for this baſe world, and yet from this 
Baſe world too early raviſh'd to the Stars. 
For in. reward of all his manly Virtues 
Was this unhappy Prince moſt baſely poyſoned : 
Nay, poyſoned by a Prieſt, his ſavage Confeſlor. 
That curſed Slave that fed upon his Smiles, 
FilFd the dire-Bowl;-and whitft the canting Villain 
Was whiſpering Heaven into his Ear, could lift - 
Damnation to his Lips; bur by what motives ' 
To ſuch Ingratitude, Heaven only knows. 
Ang. My Lord, I cannot blame your Noble Piety. 
Bnt now conſider ſevenlong years are paſt, 
And in that time'the mourning Robe ſhould ſure 
B2 quite worn-out. SODA \ | 
Sax. Never, my Angelize. 
Methinks P ve ſtill the Poyſoner in my eye; | 
That white-faced Dog, that venom-mouth'd Mungril : 
None of our burly, ftrutting Gown-men, 
Who pamper*d with the Roman Altar's Luxury, 
Swell and grow fatwith the rich Churches Riot ; 
Byt a thin meager Eunych-featur'd Starveling, 
Lean even with ſurfeiting, his Looks as pale 
As Envy, but his Soul as black as Hell. 
Ang. Why theſe rough Blaſts tuncalm your ſweeter Airs ? 
What though the Villain could eſcape your Fury, 
And by his Flight prote& his impious Head ? 
For ſeven long years concealed from your juſt Rage ? 
- Nodoubt, ere this, Heaven's longer-Arm has reach'd him, 
And finiſhed your imperfe& Vengeance for you ; 
Puniſhing his Crimes by his untimely Fate. 

Sax. That's not enough t'appeaſe a Father's Ghoſt": 
Blood requires Blood, and Vengeance wiekds a Sword 
That cuts on both fides : 

Guilt ſhould find Pains on Earth, as well as Plagues in Hell. 
But where the ſafe Offender lives 

Till the flow hand of Chance or Nature ſtrikes, 
It blunts one edge of Fate. | 

Arg. Divert this ſullen Thought, 

And tell me who amongſt our Buſtling Cardinals 
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That flo& from all the Corners of the World 
To tug for Rowe: + ws ol Diadem, 
You think will nett fu . 
Sax. I neither know, nor care. '< 
But could they chuſe a Pope that had the Keys 
Of Hell, as well as Heaven, and would be kind, be 
And lock that Poyſoner from the infernal Jayl, 
Till I had but one dear pull at's Heart-ſtrings, 
Next my dear Angeline, Pd chuſe no Saint 
On this ſide Heaven but him. 


Emer ſeveral Cardinals, croſſing the Stage. 


Ang. Still, my loved Lord, you make 
Your ſelf, and your poor Angeline uneaſie. 
But ſee the Cardinals flock to the Conclaye. 
Now were I Confeſſor to theſe grave Lords, 
I would lay odds, there's not that Prieſt amongſt **m 
But has ſo great an Itch to be a Pope, 
That on my Conſcience he'd ſhake hands with Heaven 
And fairly quit his hopes of Crowns above, 
Proudly to Lord it over Kings below. 
But ſee the Pomp increaſes. 


Enter John, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, with bis Attendants, croſ- 
ſing the Stage. | 
Sax. Look, my Angehne ; 
Seeſt thou that Face ? 
Ang. That gay effeminate Prieft ? 
Sax. By all my Hopes, by the dear Charms of Vengeance, 
My Father's Poyſoner : Carlo, Dog that Cardinal, 
And from his Followers enquire his Name. [Exit Servant. 
Pve found him now : he lives, ye Gods, he lives. 
But is the Villain made a Cardinal ! 
Good Heaven, can it conſiſt with thy great Juſtice 
To dreſs a Monſter in a Robe ſo Princely ! 
Ang. My deareſt Love, no doubt he has been preſerved 
By Miracle, advanced to. to all theſe Honors, 
Given as a Brand, not a Reward from Heaven ; 
Raiſed only to this height to fall a greater Sacrifice. 
Sax. Yes; my beſt Life, thou haſt it. Had I ftabb'd 
This Monſter in the FaQt ; 
Or bronght him in his naked Native Poverty, 
A Ragged Ruſlet Prieſt to a Tribunal, 
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How little had I pai@ts th injured'Afane ©11 ''> 110 2 
Of the great Duke of Soxawyt But now ?/'n tel 12 
Thanks, iy kind Stars, he isa Prince, -x-Cardinal,' 
Fit for my Father's Victim. Oh,” *twere brave. ' | 
To ſtab him in the publick Conſiſtory. | 

Ang. How, my dear Lord! + 

Sax. Yet let me think again: «| 
So in the Senate fell the martyr*d Ceſar; i | 
And that's a Fate too glorious for - a Villain: 22 

Ang. Oh, Sir, take heed of ſuch a-wild Revenge, 2 4/9 
Leſt taking of his Life ſhould hazard yours. 
And do you love your Angeline no better. 
Than to endanger her dear Lord? ; 

Sax. Thy Reaſons ard thy Loye ſhall guide my Hand . -- * 
Tl take thy kind Advice, and move more calmly. 
Raſhneſs and Vengeance never were Allies : 
Revenge is witty when it walks, not flies. 
Conlider too F am in a Chriftian World 
The Court of Kome, the Head and Spring of Juſtice. 
A Ponyard and-a Sword are Arms too bright :- - +411 
A Scaffold and an Axedhall do me right. [Exennt. 


SCENE TE * 
Carditial John, | Lorenzo and Amirin. © 


John, Now my beſt Love, weare-in our private ſtate; 
I thy kind Juno, thou my faithful Fove, 
And our ſworn Loyal Ganimede alone, 
And now weare our felves. 
Lor. Yes, my dear mask'd Divinity : 
We are the only two that know what Treaſure 
This borrow?d Casket holds, and I the Lord that wear it. 
Joh. Thus far has my Diſguiſe, and my Deſigns 
Deceived the blinded World ; for ſeven long years 
My Arts and Sex concealed : nay, and to heighten 
The Miracle, I have lived an undiſcovered Woman, 
Bred amongſt Prieſts7 high-fed, hot-blooded Prieſts, 
Thoſe long-wing'd Hawks at all the Female Game: 
Yet Pve defyed their keeneſt Eyes to track me : 
I could grow prow proud with the imagination, 
And talk as big as a victorious Lover. 
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Loy. But how much pronder would you talk, ſhould Romes 
Great Lottery in this.Election throw 
Her Diadem at: your Feet ? 
Joh. That were Fates Maſter-piece. 
Glory, bewitching Glory ; oh, for the Popedom ! 
Bring me ſome God, or what elſe Power belide, 
Some kinder Devil, but toth* Roman Chair, 
And 1am thy Slave forever. How it *twould pleaſe me 
To reign the. Chriſtian World's dread Thugderer all 
Theday, and thy ſoft Yen all the night. 
Lor. My beſt dear Angel : 
Alas, who knows-but Fortune may be kind ; 
And-the fair Lot fall to this fairer hand ! 
Foh. Yes, *twould be kind indeed; grant That, and 1 
Have all my Wiſhes in both Worlds complete. 
Yes, I could makea Pope, and like that prod 
Stupendious thing, fit at the Helm of Heav*n, 
And with my Breath ualock the Gates'of Paradice. 
Let *em but bring me golden Offerings, 
And I would make. Heavens Chryſtal Hinges fly : 
Fill my Exchequer, and my Purgatory 
Should ſoon be empty. Yet methinks for our 
Stoln pleaſures ſake, I ſhould be kind to Love, 
And fell my Pardons cheap to' poor expiring Lovers. L 
Lor. The Subjed gives you Mirth ; I ſee your Tranſports 
Have made you witty. 
Joh. Yes, and ſerious too. 
Could I but reach the Roman Diadem 
I'd fit within my Romes ſeven Hills as glorious 
As once the fam'd Semirams within 
Her Babylonian Towers. Her Female Hand 
Did the Worlds Scepter guide, . and why not mine ? 
A Kingly Soul her borrowed manhood wore; 
Whilſt like a God ſhe fate within her Cloud. 
And mov'd her World beneath her. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. The Duke of Saxony deſires admittance. 
Joh. Oh, in theſe Lines he tracks his Father's Poyſoner. 
I ſee ſeven Years have not quite worn my Face out. 
Admit the harmleſs Bluſterer. ( Exit Servant. 
'Tis true ; 
Once two whole Years he had me,ja the chace, 


Then 
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Then but an inconſiderable Monk, 
Too weak to grapple with ſo fterce a Hunter ; 
Through all Diſguiſes, Shapes and Names Idodged him, 
Till the cold ſcent made him give o'r the Gaine. , 
But I am above thee now. Yes Prince, IT had 
Intelligence how the famed Roman Beauty 

Had brought thee from thy Saxony to Rome - 

And well foreſam this Face here would ſoon row2ze 

A ſleeping Blood-hound. But, alas, weak Champion, 
We come prepared to meet thy feeble Rage. 


Enter Saxony ſhered in by -y Artendants of Rhemes. 


Sax. Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, for to that name 
Your prodigal Stars have called you. Oh that Spectre? 

Job. Young Saxony, g00n. 

Sax. Yes, Cardinal. 

Hither I come to wake your drowzy Conſcience, 
And tell you, that this Scarlet Mantle ſhrowds 
That canker*d Fiend that ſtung my Father dead. 

TJoh. How, my young Lord ! 

Sax. Yes, my young Poiſoner. 

Joh. Before 1 anſwer to this peal of Thunder, 

T ought t'examine if I am more than Man, 
For Fleſh and Blood ſhould tremble at theſe ſounds. 

Sax. And does not thine ? 

Joh. Mine ! 

Sax. Yes, thine, proud Prieſt;does not a riſing Damp 
From the cold Vault thatholds my Fathers Bones, 
Freeze thy black Blood,and make thy ſtaggering Frame 
Shrink at my Vengeance ? 

Joh. Harmleſs Thunderer, no : 
The feeble Blaſt flies o'er this Princely Tower, 
And not one Column ſhakes. 

Sax. Triempinnt Impudence ! 
Can I bear this? At thy rank Soul. 

Lor. Forbear this Inſolence. 

Sax. Unhand me, Rufhans. 


[ Draws. 


Lor. Hold, deſperate Lord. Lift but an Arm once more 


Againſt that Life, and by the Gods, thy Soul 
Attends thy Father's Ghoſt. 
Sax. How ? Braved by thee ! 
And what art thou, Domeſtick, ſmall Dependent 
On that xroud Thing? Heaven like the Sun in Egypr, 


Has 
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Has warm'd that venomous Dirt into a Monſter ; 
And thou'rt a Bubble in the Mud beneath him. 

Lor. How, ſawcy Lord ! 

Joh. Lorenzo, hold. Young Saxony, no more. 

Sax. Dared by his Slaves ! can I bear this, and live ? 
Some Ague chill my Veins, or ſome kind Palſey 
Unnerve my Arm, leſt it ont-run my Reaſon. 

Lor. Raſh Prince, this Fury does not fit this Place. 
Think where you are. 

Amir. Yes, Sir, think where you are, 

Within the Palace of a Roman Prelate, 
A place too ſacred — 

Sax. Peace, ye Limbs of Vengeance, 

Dare you preſume to prate ? Becauſe that Wizard 
Has to damnation ſign'd and ſealed his Soul, 

To fill the pomp of his infernal State, 

He has wiſely bargained with his Patron Devils 

For this young Imp, and that tall Fiend to guard him. 

Joh. Hold, Sir, we underſtand your Provocations : 
And therefore can forgive theſe wild Excurſions. 
But to reſtore your peace, you ſhall have Juſtice. 

Sax. I will have Juſtice, Prieſt. 

Joh. Firſt I conſider you're the Heir of Saxony ; 
And to all princely Blood my Sonl pays Honour. 
Next, you have a Father loſt, a murder'd Father : 
And to all Greatneſs in Diſtref, Humanity 
Commands my Pity. Laſtly, Iam a Church-man, 
And ſhould diſgrace the Sacred Robe I wear, 

Should I attempt to ſtop the courſe of Juſtice, 

Or make the groaning Ghoſt of Sexy 
Unſatisfied. Well, Sir, I am your Mark : 
Now name me both my Judge, and my Tribunal. 

Sax. Bold Cardinal, Itake you at your Word : 
And bring my Cauſe before the Conſiſtory : 

There, it thou dareſt appear - 

Foh. Dare ! yes, as cheerfully 

As a young Lover on his Bridal Night. 


But meet me quickly there: For know, young Prince, . 


I am your Accuſer now, and not you mine. * 

Your Tongue has rais'd a Bliſter on my Name, 
Canker'd my Glory with the Brand of Murd'rer, 

Nor can I come too ſoon to'th* Ear of Juſtice. 

Make haſte, young Duke; for I have a wounded Fame 
Muſt be made whole again. - 


Sev; 


Sax. Yes, my brisk Prela 

Meet me this hour. 6 TI 1 
Joh. This hour Ill meet you there, So 
Sax. And thetw—— . . {| ExitSaxony, 
Joh: How I could laugh at this poor Animal. 

Do; hunt me clo: and feent thy Father's Blood. 

But know, hot Fool, TI have the Prieſt to play yet ; 

A Roman Danceto you. -+covld hug my ſelf 

For my rare Miſchiefs. Oh my fertile Brain ! | 

Why was not I the firſt created Woman ? 

*Sdeath, I'd have met the ſubtle plotting Serpent, 

And by my Arts blown up the ſhallow Fiend : 

Thus from its Doom the threatned World recal ; 

And countermine the loſt Creations fall. [ Exeunt. 


The Scene Changes to the Confiftory. 


Firſt Cardinal. Brethren and Partners in this Royal Seflions ; 
This fair Divine Aſſembly; in the Name 
Of Albert Duke of Saxony : | 
I bring a Cauſe before this great Tribunal, ' 
Worthy the Ear of Heav*n, his Princely Father's Murder. 
Card. 2. My Lord of Afillains Reverenceſhip ſpeaks well : 
But why, my Lord, this Tryal at this hour ? | 
Think of the-properer Baſinefs'of the Day, 
The new Election of our Heavenly Vicar. 3HES 
Does not that Throne ſtand empty ? By my holy Dame 
"Tis fit that firſtwe ſet a Head on the headleſs Rome. 
Card. 3. My good Lord Cardinals Reafons would be juſt 
In any caſe but this ; but know, my Lord, ' 
It is a member of our own Society, 
That ſtands accnſed, the Cardinal of Rhemes ; 
And ſhall we entertain a Murderer, 
Within theſe Sacred Walls, and at this time ; 
When Heavens Commiſſions are juſt iſſuing out 
To chuſe a Brow from out this Royal Synod 
To wear th'{mperial Mitre, and to Reign 
Romes Lond, Heavens Chancellor, and the great Keeper 
Of the bright Seals of Paradice ? And ſhall we 
Among this glorious Conſtellation harbour 
A Murderer ; have _ black oo 
Be mix'd amongſt theſe Princely Candidates, 
And graſ) - aA lowed Roman Diadem ? <4 


'3 
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Card; 3. You, my good Lord of Millain, ſpeak the ſenſe 


Of the whole Conſiſtory. We and Heaven 

Do think it juſb, that the infected Body 

Be ay ry we conſecrate the Head. 

Stand then, Albert, Duke of Saxony, 

And Joby, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, ſtand forth. 


Enter on one ſide the Stage the Duke of Saxony : 0n the other John Lord 
Cardinal of Rhemes with their reſpeftive Trains. 


Sax. Moſt Reverend Lords, Romes ever awful Senate, 
From whoſe wide Rays of never ſetting Glory, 
Truth, Faith, Religion gild ttenlightned Globe. 
Hither I bring to your divineſt Juſtice 
A Treaſon of the deepeſt blackeſt Dye 
That Night e'r ſhelter'd, or the Day ere bluſh'd at 3 
Committed by that impious Prelate Fohr 
Lord Cardinal of Rhemes. 

Card. 2. Boldly and bravely. 

Sax. But e*er I prove the monſtrous Fa, I have 
One Grace to beg trom this Devout Aſſembly. 

Not that I need to beg it. *Tis a Boon 
Yow'll grant unask'd, and yet my Zeal mult ſpeak. 
Card, 1. Speak freely, ask with Reaſon, and obtain. 

Sax. Then I implore, that not the Brother-Name 
Of Cardinal, his Title, Robe or Office 
Plead for him, make this whole untainted Body 
Be over tender of a gangreen'd Limb, 

Pecauſe a part of it fig 
Card. 4. My Lord, you wrong us. 
Know who we are, Heavens Repreſentatives. 
And can you think the Tree of Paradice 
Would ever cheriſh a rank ſpurious Branch ! 
Or we permit a bloody wounded Stragler 
To herd for ſhelter vicogk the purer Flock. 
No Saxony ; wedrive him ont, and give him 
An open Field and Law foa Life or Death. 
Card. 1. Now, Duke of Saxony, plead and be heard. 
Sax, Thus then---that now Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, 
Seven Years ago, a Benedictine Monk, 
Was Confeſlor to my unhappy Father, 
That Cardinal, now diſguiſed by the falſe name 
Of John, more like a Robber than a Chriſtian, 
Was then call'd Theodore. *T was in that name 
Y C 


* 


He 


He grew acquainted with.my:Prans N acher Wort ie? > a5 
Thus bleſt,” thus honoured, by ry A udden | 
He won ſo far my Royal Father's Favour ; 
His Ear, his Hand, his Soul was all his'own, 
But by what Magick Arts ſo falſe a.Snake 
Could twine within that Royal Princes. Heart, 
Juſt Heaven above, and his own Hells within him 
Can only tell, _ +... OR PR TR ROK. HY. 
Card. 2. To this your Anſwer, Lord, 
John, Thus far I own my brave Accuſer juſt: 
I was this Prince's Father's Confeſſor, 
His Favourite, Friend, Confident. EO. 
Nay,the whole Cjxcle of his Deeds, Thoughts, Counſels, 
All center'd in my Heart. 
Sax. And in return | 
To all this Honour, hear his black Ingratitude z 
One Evening, a curs'd Hour damn'd from Eternity, 
This treacherous Sycophant being alone 
With my unhappy Father in his Tloſet, 
To make their privacy more cheerful, 
A Bowl of Wine was call'd for, apdabout 
Three hours this Conference held, till night;adjourn'd 
The Conſult, and fſ@-filenc'd em to-Bed+ 
Thus parted, fcarce the Morning $na could wake, 
Or frighted, waked-too ſoon, but this:Allarm 
FilPd the whole Court,the Dukeythe Duke is poyſoned. 
We found him raving, all his Veins on Fire, 
His reſtleſs Bed more like his Funeral Pile ; 
His Prieſt being call'd, we found his Chamber empty : . 
By th'help of Night the Helliſh Fiend: was vaniſh'd, * 
But oh, he hag left his Sylphurous Brand behind him; 
For that yas burning in my Father's Heart. | 
Card. 2. There's horror in this Deed:Now by my Holy Dane, 
A thundring Accufation. But what, Proofs, | 
W hat Witneſſes for all this Tragick Story ? 
Sax. All his Attendants, Nobles,: Menials, almoſt 
The whole fad Court of Sqxony were all 
SpeQators of their Royal Maſters Fall. 
But let theſe few, the Repreſentatives _ 
Of a whole Mourning Dukedom, ſpeak their knowledge. | 
Card. 3. Stand forth, and ſpeak. L One of the Aston- 


dants ſteps es. 
Att. 1. To theſe bleſt Walls I bow, 
Romes ever Sacred Vatican. fx. 
Cad 


c 


= 


. Cit ) 
Card. 1. Whatart thin? © 
Art, 1. AGentleman j for Poe yaerSeryns 
. To the þ1 & of S 
Card. 3. Art heya 
Prieſt. My Lord, they fre. 
Card. 3. 
Are. All that my Prince hasfaid againſt that Prieſt, 


Es Oracle, only more Truth, and lefs 


Myſterious ; 'and to lay his Father's Murder 
More cloſe to that ungrateful Monſter's Cha 
When he was told the conſcions Monk was 
Amidſt his dying Groans theſe Accents fell, 
And is my Friend, my Prieſt, 'my Murderer ? 
Heaven, -if the Prieſtly Robe, -your own bright Livery 
Can ſhrowd-ſach Treaſon,” bring me'to that Throne, 
Where th'unoffending, untaught Infidel 7 
Sits crown'd, whilft the Apoſtate Chriſtian burns. 
This we all ſwear To. Pr 
All, All. 
Card. 1. Degenerate World, 
Oh, whither art thou faln ? 
Artend. 2. Hear me, my Lords. 
I have had the Honour many Years together 
To have that murder'd Prince no {eſs m = charge, 
Than that falſe Confeſſor's ; only thrs fifference; 
I was his Healths more faithful, than that Traitor 
His Souls Phyſician ; and as my laſt Office * _ 
To my dead Lord, with my own Han- throngh his 
Diſſeted Veins I track'd the Drog that kilPd him. 
He died by Poyſon. 
Sax. Truth more evident no _. ' 
Tribunal ever heard, noGe@&e*r _"— 
. Card. 1. Crimes terrible, Proofs ſtrong, and circumſtances 


Invincible. . Rhemes, What Defence to this? 


oh. That $4xo1y: great Duke died by my hand, 


Town : 


But that hefell by Frea ſon, 1deny. 
*Tis the intention of the Mind, and not 
The Deed that makes the Crime. Who bnt in Thonght 


"Dares lift a Hand againſt a Sovereign Head, 
'Is botha Rebet to his Prince and God. 


But he 
That ſtrikes a Dagger to a Traitor's Heart, © 
Thovgh nec'er fo princely born, IS good ſervice. 


Know 


Cn) 


Know then, that Traitor was the Saxon Duke, - - - 
And I that Traitor's Executioner. * (40S 
Sax. Traitor ! to what ? to whom ? What means the Villain ? 
* Joh. Traitor to Rome, to Komes Supremacy, 
To Romes Religion, and Remes God a Traitor, 
Sax. Oh execrable Dog ! | | 
Card. 1. Mark what you ſay, bold Lord, take heed you lay not 
An Imputation on a Princely Family, [To Rhemes. 
Add Crimes to Crimes, and with invenomed Breath 
Attempt to play the Poyſoner o'er again. 
Joh. Then kt the injured Majeſty of Rome 
Know, the old Duke of Saxony held a League 
Confederate with the German Trane Damaſus. 
Card. 2. How, that Arch-Heretick, that Arian Monſter, 
Rebel to Rome and Heaven ! ſome three Years ſince 
Burnt at Ravenna. 
Job. Yes, my Lord, the ſame. 
Sax. This, if the Traitor proves———— 
Joh. This, IfI prove not 
Shame, and the publick Gibbet brand the Liar. J 
Card. 1. Go on, thou bold Impeacher. 
Sax. Yes, go0n, | 
Shew thy rank Gaul, and the thin Veil that ſhrouds it. 


Joh. Thus let me ſpeak. « [. Produces Letters; 
Card. 2. Ha !- what ave theſe ? 
Joh. The whoke 

Conſpiracy. 


Card. 3. Let *em be read. 
Card. 4. A Pacquet 
Of Letters to the Duke of Saxony. 
Card. 3. Let em beread. 
Card. 4. To Albert Duke of Saxony. 


Sir, $_ [ Reads. 
Cannot expreſs the Tranſport your Royal E xcellence gives me, when 


I u tell me your Army is completely raiſed, and that you arevead 

in -brir Head ro Prik ur Re in Me Gates of Down « and lay the 

Scarlet proſtitute in Aſhes 
Card. 2. Monſtrum horrendum ! 

F Reads on. 


All the Levies I can raiſe amongſt the Loyal German Chriſtians ſhall 
not be wanting to carry oz ſo boly a War. Continue ſtill to believe, that 
Romes #ſurptSupremacy,as it began by the grand Rebel Phocas,as it com- 


——_- 


menced by a Fraitor, ſo it is maintained by an Impoſtor, whilſt that very | 


ground 


Os, 
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Crt al ie ſelf the ſacred Shtep-fold,is now made the pub- 
CE Fs Keg £ Ex for a Trade into Heaven, 5 
Religion toils at the jr] Holineſs fits at the Reecjge of Cuſtom, whilſt 
the Broad-Seal far everlaſti Pardons is ftampe in Gold. ' In fine, 
the Pope with all bis Limbs, t ways. 6s =; 4 £0 ſara ; 
and whilft your Excellent e continues your noble being the 
Hercules that ſhall — that Hydra, you Se not want the Pray- 
ers, nor Aſſiſt ance of, 


My Lord, | | 
Your Excellencies dutiful and faithful Slave, 
Damaſus: 


Sax. Oh hear me, Lords. 

Card. 1. You ſhall be heard anon, let him read on. 

Card. 1. To Albert, Duke of Saxony. Reads, 
Whereas your Royal Excellence is plead 
T”eſpouſe the Cauſe of Truth and Heaven againſt 
The falſe uſurping Rome —— 

Card. 2. All the ſame Brand. 

The ſame black Mark of Hell, we'll hear no more. 

Sax. All Forgery, rank For ery, damn'd Impoſtor.. 
My Royal Father ne'er receiy*d one Syllable 

of Of thoſe forged Libels, held no Heretick Leagues 
With any German Traytor. 

Card. 2. But, bold Defendant, ſpeak, m—_ do you praye: 
Theſe: monſtrous Libels true; this League, theſe Letters. 
Received by Saxony, and writ by Damaſus.—- 

John. By theſe two honeſt Gentlemen. 

Card. 1. What are you? 

Gent. 1. Two Germans, formerly th* unhappy Servants 
Of an accurſed Maſter th' Heretick Damaſyc. 

Till Heaven by his juſt puniſhment had warn'd 
Our wandring- Souls, andour loſt Senſe reſtored. 

Card. 1. And by your Oaths thoſe were your Maſter's Hand:. 

Gent. 2. My Lord, they are. 

Card. 3, You ſaw him write 'em ? 

Gent. 1. Yes. 

Card. 4. You knew the whole Conſpiracy *twixt him. 
And Saxony ? 

Gent. 2. Wedid. 

Card. 4. Their Walks, their Motions ? 

Gent; 1. All; 

Card. 4. And Rome's Subyerſion was their Theam ?. 

Gent. 1. It was. 


Card. 


Yau) 
Cord-.g. Lord Cri RdgoarothtreBitct: png 


Can ſych thik not: cemithe? 
a hare Ye 
__ NE IEA By 


are fe 
Oba bers mM tuo het beg 
- To'countenmce this'Conlpiracy : 
Which if they do, make Me your Martyr too x 
Doom me t” a Bowl of my own Father's Poyſon, 
Adminiſtred by the ſame Hang-man's hand. 
Card. 1. Bat Gt you witneFs ovzht bf Saxons Letters 
Received in countenance, and anſwer to 
This Treaſon ? 
Gent, 1. Ves,; my &otds! Tt M= * 
"Cid. 2. Several? tf 7: "ML 
Gent. 2. Many. JANE: $ | 


Which, we as Confidents wand:Parties 
In the Confederacy, peruſed and read. 
Card. 2. Can you produce thoſoLetters ? 
Gent, 1, Nog'my Lord: 
For ſtill the catitions Diewaſe; mady tis Soul 
His Treafons Cabinet, all Magoroie Papet's 
No ſooner read; butburat.. . 
Card. 3. Politick Devil ! 
Hax. Excelletx Prot ! 
Oh Roman Prelatts, if you*ve Truth, Paith, brotour; 
Remove this Cloud that ſhades-my Father's Fare: 
This is all Cheat, Diſguiſe, 'fank Counterfetr. 
My Royal Father was a conſtant Catholick, 
His Faith and Life incorporate, his Principtes 
Suck'd in from Rome's own Breaſt. | 
Card. 4. So "tis a Sign. | 
Sax, And in fome baſe m__y perhaps en purpoſe 
For his unſhaken conſtancy to | 
By that falſe Heretick, and this falſer Prieſt, 
Thoſe very Papers were received, and ſept 
My Father's Soul a Stranger to the Villany. 
Low as his Grave throw down their feeble- Batteries ; 
Oh, Romans, hold the Scale of Juſtice right ; 
Weigh the true value.of a Prince's Honour, 
A Prince's Blood and Life. | 
Card. 3. Bold German, is Rome's Wiſdom, and, 1 Foe pr ghl 
To be inſtructed how to/judge; or a? 
Sax. And for that Army which my Father ray, 


"Twas 


(dz) 
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"Twas all deſign'd 
The warlike Vang), or; 
Rhemes. That was the Pretence 
But Rome's ſubverſion, and Religions Ruine 
Was the Deligh. 
Card. 4. And my good:Lord of Rhemes 
"Twas in prevention of a dangerous.Hereſie, 
And to revenge our injured Church, you gave 
The Duke this Poyſon-? 
Rhemes. Yes, my Lord, 1 did, 
But, oh! it griev'd my Soul to: kill my. Prince: 
My Friend, my Patron; 'Bay,. my: generqus: Pagron : 
But in a Cauſe ſd-juft,. for s-dright Glory, 
Our Mother Churches Right,/{Idcnobliave ſpar'd a Brother , 
Father, Friend, Sovereign ; in a Cauſe ſo. godd- - 
Kingdoms ſhould groan, and Monarchs \{et in Blood, 
Card. 1. T—_ to our Arms 
Card. 2. Tour Arms, dear Lord of _ LHngging LY 
Card. 3. Religion $ Bulwarkea4owe: ',, "Ii 
Card. 4. Truth's Defender, |! wekcome. | | 
Card. 1. Rome's Patriot,and Heaven's Champion,ever welcome 
Bright Son af Fame, we and our Saints are all 
Your Debtors for this meritorious'Service, 
Sax. Is this your Doom ? Church:men'you call-your ſelves ; 
Is this a Church-Rewatd for, murder'd. Majeſty ; 
Oh I could rave ! But Lords, Pl xeafon calmly, 
Grant thoſe falſe Libellers, and this Poyſoner honeſt. 
Yes, grant my Father that tewd-thing they'paint him : 
Nay more, ſuppoſe ttAlnighty Rome has power 
To judge a King, and doom & Sovereign: Head. 
Card. 1. Suppoſe it, Saxont - 
Sax. Yes, ſuppoſe it, Prielt, 
Were he a Criminal, why were not all 
Thoſe intercepted Letters ſent. to Rome, 
And he as an Offender'fairly tried, 
Cajl*d-to the Bat, -t0-Rone?s, King:kiling Bar, ; 
And his Accuſers met him face to face ?-: 
Rhemes. T*have waged in publick Pail ſogreat an Adreifary 
Had been t'have had our Cauſe and martyr'd Fhroats, 
Both ſilenced, Treaſon buſh'd, Truth undifcovercd, 
And Rome for ever unrevenged. ' 
Card. 1. How, German, 2 ' bas 
A private man impeach an Heretick Kine, 1 
Call him to Law, and face to face:convict hiax | 
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Dew the wok Traveller facethe roaring Livn, - 
potted Leopard, and grapple Arm to Arm ? 
No, fooliſh Prince, ; a” + 2:1 
Does he not ſtraight fly to fome hollow Cave, 
Or climb ſome Cedar's Top, from whoſe ſafe ſtand 
Does he not watch a lucky hour, and ſhoot 
Th'unwary Savage dead, or in a Toyl 
The ſnared Devourer ſeize? and Sir, 
Are Heretick Kings leſs Brutes, leſs Savages 
Than Lions, Tigers, Leopards, or'leſs . 
To be deſtroyed than they ? or muſt Rome kill 
By open hoſtite Arms ?- The Charches ſtrength - | 
Lies not in a Spear, "or Lance, (or ponderous Steol. 
A Pebble flung fromout@/righteobs:hand, ' -* ©» 
May ſtrike a Giant dead.” : |; - 
Sax. How,. Romazn Prelates, 
Are theſe your Principles ? --- 
Some pitying Saint, keepin my-boiling Rage, - 
And wall me round with Adamant.:!-- -: _ * 
Church-Hypocrites ! falſe Baſtard Prophets, hear me. 
Car. 1.Take him away,and ſtop the Rayler's Mouth. 
Car.2, No, let him ſtay, and hear the voice of Kome. 
Car.1. Is it by me youſpeak2? | 
All C ard. Speak; Lord-of Millain.. . 
Card.1.Firſt,our whole Conliſtory votes her Thanks 
To this Illuſtrious Lord. 'Next, as a'Monument 
Tan Heretick's Infamy ; if the Boul that held 
The ſacred Drug, can be by Art or Gold 
Recovered, we Decree, that it be conſecrated, 
As an Eternal Relick tothe Chappel at 
Loretto. Laſtly, that the ſleeping Bones 
Of the dead Saxon Heretick, unworthy 
To mix with the untainted Royal Duſt 
Of his great Anceſtqrs, be taken up, 
Removed, and buried in unhallow'd Ground. 
Sax. Diſturb my Father's Duſt, what Cerberas Dog amongf ye 
Dares growl a ſound ſo impious ? _ . 
Ye Cardinal Wolves, tear up his Royal Bones, 
Do, If you dare : keep your Prerogative 
To He&or Kingdoms, 'and to Hag-rjde Kings. 
But know, | | 
Weare too great, and Saxony too honeſt. 
That Blood-hound Prieſt, that Jackal Monk that dares 
With his envenom'd Claws but touch his Tomb, 
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By all the Conclaye Devils, and the Ghoſt 
Of my dead Father; diesupgn a Gibbet. . 

Card.2. And are wethre .1po ? By the Divinity 
Of Rome, bold Arrogance, thy forfeit Head— 


But thruſt him out, and ſhut our Gates againſt him. 


The Scene ſhuts upon him, and the Confiſtory cloſes. 

Sax. Farewel, ye Scarlet Blood-hounds : © © © * 
Are theſe the Lords that yoke the Necks of Kings? 
How ſenſleſs is that dull Imperial Head 
That makes his Scepter to the Croſier boy ? 
By Heavens he's both a Coward and a mou 
Rome's upſtart Ido! *bove his Throne he rears, 
And ſervilely creates the Gqd he fears : 


Down goes his Majeſty, and down his Fame, 
Pope is the King, and Monarch but the Name. 


Fins © Adtus prinw. 


Exit. 


A.G'T il 


Saxony amd Angeline. 
H Rome, thou once great Miſtreſs of the World ! 
How much thy ancient Royal Capitol 
Exceeds th'adulterate Vatican ; when Pagans 
And Infidels poſſeſs'd thee, they were honeſt: 
The blind Idolaters that kneel'd and yray/'d. 
To their deaf, ſenſleſs, molten Gods, were Saints 
To this Church-Spawn ; this Neſt of Scarlet Tyrants. 
Ang. Indeed, my Lord; this ſtrange inverted Juſtice 
Is very hard, but bear it like a man. ; 
Sax. Yes, when [ am treated like a man z but Princes 
Areleſs than Dogs, where baſe-born Prieſts controul. 
I and my Cauſe withall my loud-tongued Wrongs 
Spurn'd from their preſence, and my Father's Blood, 
Of that ſmall value, that the Pupple Juice 
That fills the pamper'd Prelates Epicurean Gorge, 
Is ſpilt with more Concern than the Blood of Princes. 
Ang.Calm your untimely Rage ; when [ls are paſt 
Redrgfling, and all other hope forfakes us, - 
4.” D Patience 


Sax. 
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Patience is then the wife Mat al-303 os Is vi 

Sax. Patient ! Olrnever tf 7 503 you 310 
And Juſtice ff hrone, tid that 1 SITS 
When Contraries unite ; when Truth a<4 Falood: 
Incorporate.  Stippoſe my Princely- | lia 


Had been an Heretick : but if my Soul | 

Dares play the Prophet, *twas ſore private Malice: © | 
That Mve the Tragick Blow:and this peeeenged erelie 
Some falſe Machine that ttiov'd the ſpetions Scente. ' 

Btt grant it true; why was he not accufed, -. 
Summon'd and call'd before all Jodgtng Ron, 

And doom'd by Law ; if Rome can ju S a King, ? 


Had he been weighed in 5 equal 
And found too lizht, le to have hofft. 
The mounting Scale, and tript him upto Heaven 
Had been a Doom 
Worthy the Glory of the Triple Diadem. 
But to be kilPd by a Payſoner and a Traytor, 
And leſs Crimes by greater Crimes be puniſh'd ; 
Yes, the whole Conclave hug him for the Fad : 
Evome toon Arms, tour Arms,-dear Lord of Rhemes : 
We and our Saints are all your Debtors. 

Arg. Enough, my Lord ! 

Sax. Yet, what confoundsWhbumine Senfe to think 
The Papal Crown's fix'd on this Monſter's Brow : 
Nay, rais'd too-by the Merit 6f a Poyſoner : 

My Father's Blood advanced' him to the Popedom : 
Crown'd him Heaven's Vicar far Hell's blackeſt Murder. 

Ang. Yet hold, my Lord, 

Sax. With theſe damn'd Principles a begging Friar 
Shall ſtab a King, a lowſie tatter'd Monk 
Be a Monarch's Judge and Executioner. 

& this the: Juſtice-of the 'tmperial Miter ? 
Covents and Cloyſters thus are Rome's Tribunals, 
Daggers and Poyſons are their Axe and Faſces, 
Palaces their Scaffolds, and the Pricfſtly Robe 
The Hang-man's Livery: .\ | 
| Emter Lovenao, : Prieſts and Officers,  - 
Lor. Seize him. [They feize him. 
Ang. Ha! What are theſe ? | 
Lor. Icometo tell you, that. your loud-mouth'd Scandals 
'Gainſt Rome, and Rome's Imperial Dignity |, | 
Have pulled down vengeance on your Blaſphemics. 
It is us Holineſs Pleaſure that you-ſtand 
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Both exeommunicateg 4 depoſed, : T7? 
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Your Titles, Honours, 
All forfeited and loſt, no more the Dake 
Of Saxony, but q private Malefattor, 
Mine and Rome's Priſoner. 

Ang. Cruel Stars ! | 

Sax. Unhand me. 

La ”Tis too late. 

Sax. Too late l- | 
By what Abthority, officious Slave, - 
To thy proud Lord, am 1 thus baſely ſeiz'd, 
= 7 all Honour, Conſcience, Law, Religion ? 

, the inhoſpitable Wealls-of Rome ! 

Lor. By the Imperial Roman Prelacy, 
In Juſtice to your _G Execrations. 

Sax. Traytor,*tis falſe, Rome's boaſting Tyrant lies. 
If I have done ill, I am a Sovereign Prince ; ; 
And faults of- Princes ſtand accountable 
Only to Heaynen ; and that toonot til Death: 

But Rome can both depoſe and murder Kings ; 

So far that Pride that falſly ſtiles it ſelf 

Servant of Servants, borrows a Prerogative 

Above its God ; ſuch Blaſphemies are lodged 

In this Infallible and Univerſal. 

Lor. Theſe dangerous 'Outrages ill fit your fate, 
But notwithſtanding all your juſt Deſerts, 

Hear the ſoft s'of Mercy, which 1briog : 
His tender Holineſs in commiſeration 

' Both of your blooming Youth, and Princely Blood, 
Tells you by me, if proftrate on: your knees 

You implore Pardon both from Heaven and bim ; 
That done, the bright Divinity of Rome | 
Stoops from his Throne, and lays his Thunder by 
Teaccept your Penitence ; his Royal Mercy 

-Shines pity on you. 

Sax. Oh this proud Church-Giant ! 

Lor. This expiatory Sacrifice perform'd 
Your Honours, and your Freedom are reſtored. 

Sax.Unparalleld Arrogance! Draw me,ſome Painter, 

This Church-Leviathan, draw him at fall length ; 
In fomedeep Ocean, bottomleFs as Hell, 

And wide as Worlds for his yaſt Bulk-to-moveiin ; 
Paint his each Breath a Storm;,'.each RowLa Tide, ! 
And every Guſt from his Inns Noſtrils 

| 2 
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A Mountain-Sea, then write Pope underneath/'” | - 
Lor. To this your Anſwer ?- ©! #5 one iT 210% 
Ang. Oh, my deareſt Lord, © 0 
Remember you're the Sovereigh Duke of 'Saxony y - 
Move not one ſtep below your Princely Honour 
To ſave ten thouſand Lives. 
Lor. A Divine Creature. TY 
And worth the pawning of a Soul tenjoy. ii! © | [| Made. 
Ang. Let him go on, and lodgeus in a Dungeon 
As far removed from Light as is the Pope from Heaven 3 
Before well ſtoop but to one abject thought, 
Or bend a Kuee t'a Royal Father's Murderer. 
Lor, Gods ! a rare Girl ; a Prize, an-excellent/ Prize. [Aſide, 
Sex.Light of my world, how charming is thy Pride? - 
But doubt not my beſt Life, when I do ought ' 
Below the Glory of my Father's Son, 
Sink me, juſt Heaven, below.my Father's Fate. 
Tor. Convey him hence. This Lady is my Charge. 
Sax.Muſt we two'part ?Is this your Tyrants doom ? 
Lor. Till fatisfa&ory Atonement's 'made' . 
To his offended Holineſs ſhe ne*er 
Mauft ſee you more ; but that juſt Debt once paid, - 
Then live and love for ever. ” 
Sax.. Oh this Thunder-ſtroak 
Ang. Farewel, my Soul, my deareſt Lord, farewel : 
Keep up your Courage, guard your Royal Honour : 
Think not one Thought below your Princely Birth 
To fave your Princeſs Life ; rather behold 
My martyr'd Blood bedew the ſprinkled Sky. 
Rather in Death's long Night, and the dark Grave 
Our Fame ſtill white,our unſtain'd Duſt we'll lay ; 
Than move inglorious t'a Nuptial Day. | 
Sax. My Heart's beſt Blood, and my Soul's deareſt Oracle, 
Farewel ; if Heaven e're joyns what Hell divides, | 
We meet in Glory, or we part for ever. (Exemnt ſever ally. 


SCENE IL 
The Conclave with the Ceremony of the Pope"s Inſtalment. 


Card. 1. Hail, Heaven's great Vicar, uncontroul'd Diſpoſer 
Of Crownsand Thrones both Temporal-and Immortal. 

Cara. 2. Thou Wanderer's Night-Star, and Belieyer's, Sun 
Of Glory. | 

| Card, 14 
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We... '# rhra ol cyt wee oe univerſal Head 
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Card. 4 nd Baſis of cont rn all hail. 
Omiges. All hail. 
Card. 2. To crown all theſe ; 
Thou Servant of the | erFanes a Ne | Selnts, 
All hail. | C v1 1955019 PLOT Y 
Omnes, All hall. ,;. 
Card. 1. By thee the RET, rei ws, the _— dethroned : 
The Loyal Proſelyte fenced .jn wigh Glory, 
And the Apoſtatized Rebellious Heretick 
Shut out from Hopes and Heaven.; -- 
Pope. My gracious Lords, fince Rome: Imperial Power 
You to my undeſervingihand havengiven,-- *- 
For my firſt Service to = Church and Heaven : 5 
How have I merited the Prize | have won,; 
How little has my wo Fel Noaage done ? 


When & * © oath or re th ooh Pf airs Soria 
In Saxons Blood did my yo Hand.embrue, | 
*Twas but the Snake 1 in may; flew: 


But now our glorious/Work begins 3 oh Rome 

Our vaſt Herculean Labours/are to come. 

; Card. 3, Spoke like the Lord of Rome, your God-like ſelf, ' 

The ſole me erg anc, nd Rom | 
Pope. Romes ſacr wy Royees Supremac 

Is the Worlds _ , 

Thoſe fabulo Wonders _ once did give 

To that feign'd Hero, in our-Greatneſs live. 

Errors black Sink is that Augeaan Stable 

Which Romes Divinity, cagonly cleanſ. 

The growling Pagan and Fanatick,Snerler, 

The vanquiſh'd Dogs of Hell, the numerous Heads 

Of Schiſm and Herelie, the conquer'd Hyara ; 

And when 

We the rank Blood of Heretick Monarchs ſpill, 

Tis then, ?tis then 

We the true Nemzan Monſters kill : 

When to ſumm all, to our ſole charge is given 

The abſolute Truſt, and the whole weight of Heaven, 

The wearied Atlas we alone ſupply, 

And on Romes Neck reſts #he bpperted SBF« | « The Scene (wes. 


Fins Aitns Secundi, 
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Pope, "7 ono Amiras. 
Pope il look®ſt as if thou weolldſHurvey ny Ping; 
How doſt thou like the Port'our Greatne(s/bears ? | | 
Do we not play the Royal Maſquerader nobly ? £ £1431 210) 


Lor. Aboveall admiration. Wonder it 7 _ = ban l) 
Muſt wants Tonwtb*praife you to the YG 1 4. 
And Time that eats up Monaments, wants Power 
To bound your deathleſs Fame. 

Pope, I thank thee, honeſt Flatfeter. $0.45 24chalofg 

Lor. Buf;/ Mild,” LOS. 6B 
You know T've loved on-aifielbiwd Jie Years: * 

Yet what's moſt wotirovs, <veti-in your ernbraces, 
" Am ignorant what Goddes 1 enjoy. 


Pye ſeen but the laſt Page of your great Hife ; 

The miraculous cauſe of your Sexes T ransformation, 
Your ſetting out in OC 
And the firſt mover of yort afy,71 1 ©1515 993: 
You have conceal'd Eh Ape.) your por Teh hve 

Why thus reſerved, or why'refervedto me? . 

Be kind at laſt, and ſitisfiemy'long '! - 


- £11 
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Juſt curioſity. Come bleſs hy Tere}. '/ 97d 2, 
And let me rea4 then Veluitie wp Is 
Not that I care three Drachinir {di <he'S 4 


Only 1'd ſeem impeftinently kind, * i t Alide: 
And bu about the Ears'of what Fam ary of £ * 
To hide my Paſſion for the SauxolvDiitches+ 'V') | 
Perhaps indeed the Story nay have 1oveirt, 
And that has wy frommy tagging! Eat9't / 
Alas, I am ſen you never Eathe « H 1047 
A Virgin to my Arms; and you'may ſafely 
And boldly own happy Cs. 
I can't be jealousdl forſaken Rivals 
Since now you're only mine., 4 
Pope, Well, my Lorenzo, © ''\- 
Thou haſt conquer'd me. Attend, and a pit thy wonder. 
Know I was born at-Mertz: in Germany, 
My Virgin Name Joanna Anglica, $30 
My Quatity Noble, and SN dew FRAY CO 27A 
My Beauty dazling ; and to.crown all theſe, 
My, Sogl was brighter tharthe Shrine that held it. 


Heaven 
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Ve 
99. Maſs oj; vend,). tharw aqua ag I 27 
I left my native bathardus Germany, \: it ; 
To ſearch the Freafures of the kcarned 9 Bajg 


me,thefe produgaguy dedths'of finowledpe, | . | 


Lor. -T heſe Vintnes mark'd you out your Sexes wonder. 


Pope, Yes,l already ſeem*d delign'd/for GrenugG; 5 
As many Languages as Roms. 3 4 
My Vir rgin Nonage ſpoke. Axcibedpatires and Sciences 
As the 


ed Stagyritettudied xo!indpire” tro [| Ariftorte and 


The Conqueror of the Univerſe, were-mine. .. Alexander. 


So far I fadom'd into Books; :Men, Manners; 
Reaſon, Religions 5 could take all:Forms:. 
The yrs Chriſtianz or [!Philoſo 
Could give the|Earthand the firſt laton 
To Nature, or to Natures/Gat at pleaſare 5 |: 
Diſpute on both ſides, and on both ſides vanquiſh. 
So fair 1 ſtood for the World's awful Thunderer, 
ew Goddeſs from my Brain abready hora. WF 
. Your Stor nay py amazement and delight.” 
Ak Thus far for a Scholar 27 
Now for a Traveller. Athens Viet 
To pay a viſit to her younger, but 
Her fairer, and her produc Siſter _— 
And thence 
I paſt through Ttahy, Spain, Frente, 
Thus far I ke « pe- my Virgin Whiteneſs fair, 
Not” but I ha 
That high-Spring Tide within my youthful Veins 
That burſts the Adamantine Walls of Honour, 
And makes that Breachwhere'Loveand Ruine enter. ©: .. 
But "twas my Pride preſerved my-guarded Ingbcenctſs 
Who yields to Love,' mikesbut yam man her Lord ; 
And I who had ſtudied all the greater Globe, 
Scorn'd to be Vaſſal-to the lefſer World. 
Lor. But did that Pride continue ? 
Pope, No, Lorenzd,' i 
The Fort was ſtorn"d;and my'proud Heart farrender'd. 
My Virgin-Spoils were the great Duke of Saxony's: 
Lor. How, this young Prince's Father? were you both 
His Miſtreſs, and his Confeflor ? 


Pope, Attend me, P 
And hear the wondrous tale. For two long Years 
L lived a Lady in the Saxon'Conrt, 


And the Dukes private Miſtreſs, undiſcovered 


' To the moſt mortal hate, rage and revenge: 


& Beauteous Saxon Lady, called Leonora, 


((i24) 
Both b his Dutcheſs,: that fharp-watchful Sams 004 7 navogn 
And this young Prino)ithin. fine Ada 3, { 2324 1 ou | 
During this ſpace, by my curs&SexesFatej1© 5 11 yr 
That doats on its deſtru&ion; my fond kindneſs 
_ increas'd, grew to that height, tilt Time 
Had blown a into a Conflagration. _ , |.; -- 
On ttYother ſide, this falſe-bugrateful Dake's2: 1.1 , — 
Declining Love>deereas day faſt) 0 210 1 
Degenerated to that monſlraus Coldnef6;- 
T ill like the North, he froze before-my Sun. 
Lor. This Inhumanity: was more than barbarous. 
Pope. And I rewarded him like a Barbarian. + 
At laſt my Patience; Reaſon, Kindneſs, all i.) - 
Tired out;;1hy 'flighted-Loveat-ledgth convertetl- (1 - 


*T was then I left his Court. | 
Lor. Bravely-reſolyed ! " 
Pope. And weary of my own deteſted ſhape, | 
I took the habit:of a Man, :and:entred -_+2-./ +: 
I'th* Order of the Benedictine Monks- - 1 1 
Page. gut why a Monk ? Why not ta Nunnery ? 
That laſt retreat of all diſtreſſed Sinners. 


-.+ 
£ L » v 


' Where the poor Nymph flies her falfe Shepherd's Arms, 


Mourns her negleQed Sighs, and fading Charms. 
To a Church-Anthemtunes, her.tender- Cries ; 
Whilſt like tWexpiring Swan ſhe-ſingy-and dies. 

Lor. Yes, Madam, why not to a Nunnery ? 

Pope. No ; that had been t'have publiſh'd my deſpair, 
And given th'inſulting Duke too greata Triumph. 
Beſides a Prieſt was:th/Epgine for | my, yengeance- 
Thus maskly and:ſhrowded. in his barrowed Ruler, . -- 
Back to the Gourt I went, 4n dopt6;il:poſſidle | 
To trace the haunts of that perfidious Duke, 
And learn the fatal Face that-had-deſtroyed me. 
For well I feared ſome interpoling Miſtreſs ih 26056- - 
Had been the Cauſe of my ecliphng Luſtre: 4) 3/7 oe 
And mark.how!Fartuae-proſper'd my De 02] 26 3207 of; 
I: happened the Dukes (ahoſtly Father die@z - >1{_g2-ni;41 
And I by my kind Stars,” truck in, "Nee - 
And was moſt fortunately made his Succeſſor. 

Lor. Moſt admirable! 

Pope.- Thus by being his:Gontefſor,. -; | 
His boſom, and his Soul was all,my, own, : | 
My long Prophetitk-Fears proy'd buttoo true, |» "7 

| 5 


o 
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Was the curſt Raviſher of all my Joys. 
Lor. Bnt.could you keep. your Perſog and your Voice 
Still undiſcoverd ? pela able nant 
Pope. Oh, an abſolute Protews ! | | 
Bore my Diſguiſe ſo well. -—In ſhort, his Love 
To this new Face, unlike my harder Fate, 
Took every day new Fire, out-ran all Bougds, 
And flow'd as faſt as &'er it ebb'd to.M 
Whilſt I by being his Prieſt, his Conſcicace Confident, 
Was Bawd to that Intrigue that had-undone Me. _ 
This fwell'd my Gall -into the rankeſt Malice, 
And made my Blood ferment into a Fury. 
And then I laid the Plot for his 108. 
In the Duke's Name I held a Correſpondence 
With Damaſus the German Heretick. 
Lor. In the Dukes Name ? Was not the Duke himſelf 
In the Conſpiracy ? 
Pope. By Jove, not he. 


Lor. Was that your mighty Cauſe before the Conclave ?—— 


Pope. Cheat, Artifice, all Trick. The. Duke, poor Man, 
Knew not. one Syllable of the Confederacy. 
I treated with the German, promlks'd hin 
In the Dukes Name, Rebellions, Mutinies, 
To break the Roman Yoke, renounce the Pope, 
And draw all Saxony to the Revolt. 
I was the Prince's private Secretary, 
I writ all Letters, order'd all Returns 
To be direted to my hand, his Letters 
To th' Duke inclos'd in mine-; and thus I gain'd 
The niceſt Point of the exquiſite Treaſon, 
At laſt to conſummate my tull Revenge, 
I fairly poyſon'd him.  -, 

Lor. Beyond all Preſident ! 
Never was llighted Lady ſo revenged, 
Or a loſt Game fo play'd.. 

Pope. *T'was great, 'twas excellent. | 
And the Succeſs rewards me with a Diadem. | 
What nobler Heights, or what ſublimer Glories 
Than what Revenge and Treaſon have atchieved ? 
Did not the Superſtitious Ancients give 
Their univerſal Godhead to a Traytor? 
When depoſed Saturn from his Seat was driven, 
ove, the proud Rebel, ſeiz'd the Throge of Heaven. 


E 
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Enter y 
2 To ny fair Hale Peer PYL =IOES FExir. 
Pope. Saxon, 1 ſent for thee to let thee know, os 
Thy Blaſphemies have ered 't Ear; 
Us ad Our 


Thy loud licentious'T 
geo one _ 


Unſpotted Church, 


Would juſtly thruſt: 

For ever baniſyd Har the Realns. oth al 

Did not our Roya 

Step in berwyns ol org thee. - | | 
Sax. Gy antick Arrogance ! Match me this Pride, [Afide. 


Since his firſt proud roo the great Lncyfer 
Led his bright Hoſt againſt tvimmortal Throne. 
Pope, But Saxon, Peace and Safety wall thee round, | 
Heavens and Our Pardon on thy Knees implored, | 
We and our itjjured Church youchfafe to look ; 
With Eyes of Pity, open our ſealed Gates : 
To a repenting Fugitive, . reſtore 
Thiy forfeit Crown, and no leſs forfeit Soul. 
Sar. Ari world the gilded Pageantry-of Reme, 
hat upſtart Idol call a = POR, 
Make the great Duke of 5 —_— 
Crouch like a Slave, and bend his abjeR knee 
To his Royal Father's Mnrderer ? 
Pope: How, bold Blaſphemer ! 
Sax. Yes, bolder Poyſoner, tommy Father's Traitor.. 
But dares thy Baſeneſs think the Souls of Princes ; 
Form'd of that Indian Mold to: ktteel to Devils ? - 
Pope. Ha ! 
rut Look big, ſtrut on , yes, baſe-bors Greatneſs, do; 
Like the black Prince of -th' "A r, o'erloak the world beneath "thee. 
But let thy Conſcience'tell thy vaunting Pride, | 
That thinks it felf the Cedar of the Grove, 
That thou art only a rank Ghnrch-yard 'Cyprefs, 
Rooted and planted among Tombs and Charnels, 
You ſack'd your Verdure from my Father"s-Grave. 
A Princes Murder rais'd yot! to yoar Throne, 
And paid a Traytor's wages with = Crown. -'., | 
Pope. Audacious Impndence ! -Poor crawling Inſet ! 
But Iam t2o tame, and ſhame the Throne that holds me ; 
I tell thee, Saxon, thou ſhalt groan in Chains. - 
Sax. I tell thee, Prieſt, rhon lieſt, 1ſcorn to groan. 
Load me with Shackles, -torture-mewith Racks, 
As numberleſs as are thy Crimes, rank Prelate, 
And know to the coofalion © thy Pride, MY 


| « ( 3 5.) 
My Body;js a5 hard as.is thy Conſcience, 
much as | 


And ſcorns tq groan as much as F229V 979 þy 
Pope. Silenge-his $ ina Jayl, away with him. 
Thrant, tell me 


Sax. A Jayl! Stay Slaves, uſurping 
By what Authority the Power of Rome 
MK 


Commands the Fortunes, Crowns and Lives of Princes. 

And thou that falſly ſtileſt of elf a Church-man, 

Darelſt break @ Sa of) Heaven, divorce 

The ſacred Partner of ay. Joys and Me? 

Pope. The Lives and Crowns of Princes, what are they, 

But the Creatiof-of-our Breath ? Shall we, 

Who from immediate Heaven deriv'd,have right 

To make or unmake Saints, want Pawer t'enthrone 

Or depoſe Kings, diſpoſe of Crowns above, 

And yet not place 'em here ; command Eternity, 

And have Mortality controul . us ? 

But do I talk, like a deſcending God, 

Stoop to converſe with poor and humble Duſt ? 

Dull Slaves away. 

Sax. Yet ſtay, deſcending God, 

And hear what Altar I in to build thee. 

If *tis decreed my ſhort-liy'd Blaze of Glory, 

A martyr'd Princes Life like a poor Taper 

Muſt be puffed out by: that baſe poyſonous blaſt, 

That vengeance which my fetter'd Arms want power 

To give, 1 will entail _— my Heirs. 

Now by my R&yal murder'd Father's Blood, ; 

Whoſe each leaſt drop out wes thy Soul, lewd Prieſt, 

He is a Baſtard to the Blood of Saxony, 

That ſhall not croſs himſelf bur at thy, Name 

With greater dread than to face.an Hoſt of Devils ; 

And in each Morning- he makes, 

He ſhall place thee before Wars, Plagues and Famines 

Whilſt his each Bead that drops a Prayer to Heaven, . 

Shall blend 2 Curſe to thee.. Nay, you ſhall hear mc. ; 
Pope. Ye Gods, his Father's Shape, his Face, his Meen. [[ Aſide. 
Sax. By Heavens, the yery Girls through all my Saxoty, 

That have no weapons above their Needles, 

Shall in revenge of thy deteſted Name, 

Limb that curſt Head in their embsoydered Toys, 

And execute that Monſter in Effigie. ; 

Pope. His Father's Spirit too ! Gods ! with what courage [4ſiae. 

He ſtems that Torrent that he knows can drown him ? 


'Tis bold, 'tis bravely bold. Where am I going ? 
E 2 Sar. 
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Sax. Neyo of my Soul; Twill - —pi 
To Painters and Engravers of the! 
There's not; that humbleſt'Roof io all the RT 
Of Saxony, that ſhall nor have thy face 
Drawn tothe life in Hell. Nays every Portal * 
To a Stable, or a Jakes 
Shall have thy Piture drawn upon aGidbet. 
Pope.Remove that frantickRailer from our preſence; 
And lodge the feeble Snarler ini'a Dungeon. 
Oh ſtay my fluttering Soul. [Afoae. 
Sax. Yes, Fire and Fagot, Prieſt, to a DungeSt: 
Remove me from that Gorgon Pope 
That fiery ſcorching covborr rof th the world, 
His Peſtilential Air'st to'breath in. ( reg oe ont by 
Manent ope and Page. nt oh 
Pope. How doſt h likes this fierce,” this Hedoring D 
Methinks he ſtands my Rage like a Corinthian 
Coloſſus, bears his Brow high as that Claud 
That thunders round his Head, and his unſhaken Feet 
O'er-ſtride a Tempeſt, and a Sea beneath him. 
Is he not bold, is he not truly brave ? 
Page. Bolder and braver than a dying Saint, 
And no leſs conſtant. So th'nndaunted Martyr 
Smiles at the Stake, and triumphs in the Fire, 


Whilſt his high Cauſe does Firs om: reat Soul inſpire. 
If I may £ my thoughts of 
| like him better than his Fate. - 
Pope.Oh Girl,thou haſt tonch*d:me to the very heart 
His Father's Courage, Form, his Father all : 


Thoſe very eyes that tabb'd m Virgin-Soul. 
Oh Amiran, thy Miſtreſs is undone. 
I killd the Father, and now-now love the Son. 
_ How Madam ! 
Pope. Gorg'd with the Fountain, for the Stream I thirſt. 
And teeming with th*unnatural Monſter, burſt. (Ext. 
Page. Where will this end ? If ſhe goes on, this ſtrange 
And monſtrous Fever can't but end in Ruine. 
Oh Saxony, if thou haſt ſuch powerful Charms, 
Thy Eyes thy Father's Vengeance will purſue, ' 
And a what thy weak Arm could never do. (Exit. 
Enter Pope alone. 
Pope. How am I loſt in my impoſlible 
Deſires ? Idie for the Duke of Saxevy ; 
Die for that very man of th* whole reation, 
1hzt in my caſe my fatal Ci ces With 


(-29.)) 
; Mighty Bars between 
by 9b "TP U$4:.5(1 | 


canghink Venjoy, ..c1vj.... - | 
ey peer turn ng with a.Selamander.. "The "tvs 
Suppoſe tus Virtues: net-in my Way 3, -- 


But like his Father's were as weak and ealie 
To be ſubdued ; yet 1 of all my. Sex 
For ever muſt deſpair : Throuzh all di 1 
_ track the Features of. his Father's oyſaner; .. 
t it poſſible L could deceiye him, | 
Con ce ive my old Domeſtick Jaylor* _ 
— that ſtale Rifler of my p fares ? 
The very man, who when I ſtoop'd ta make him 
Slave to my Lot, at the ſame ho ir I made him 
Lord of my Life : on both fides ]; Tron, * uh WO 
I ſtarve at hoes, 3 ang Tn T4 ; | 
renzo aud Cake 
What have we hee? ? (Abſconding, 
Angel. cy my po _— fit tomake . | 
My Lord an ye yrant er 
Becauſe our Liv an Earns the $1" © TORE 
A prophane hand may reach, dare you preſume, 
Audacious Slave, to think my Soul - Jour prize, 
And talk of Love to me ? | : 
,Zor. Madam, know "OY mg 
rin nite diſtange, WH, Yqur Sphere. 
Yet Slaves may os ome Emperor Yer 
And ſell a Jewel to adorn a Crown ; 
Madam, I do not. ask your Love for Love ; 
I bring 2 price to. purchaſe your AﬀeRion, 
Would buy your Favour with four Hatbend' $ Life. 
Arg. My Husband's Life! 
Lor. Yes, Madam, Lad 
Pope. Excellent.  -prcu 26:1; CAA 
Lor. You know my Intereſt i in his Holineſs: 
*Tis in my power'to re-inſtal your-Loxd 
In all his Glories ; bribe me with your Love, 
And by all that Heaven which thoſe warm ſmiles cag give,.. © 
. Pi1 burſt his Chains, diſpel his gloomy-Fate, , 
Preſent him with his Liberty and Crown. 
Ang. And dares the Hell-hougd breath this Blaſphemy ? 
No ; execute your ſavage Tyrants doom ; 
And lay that Royal Pile of Majeſty 
Low as the Duſt. Better my Princely Lord ' 
With all the Loads of Shame and Racks ſhopld die; 
Thaa the leaſt ſpot ſhould Rain his Princeſs heart. 


Lor, 


(\305)s - 
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All ſhall be well, alf be figs 7.70 304 RAP? L a 
Pope. So my brisk Youth, 1 ſee my Fivou fs Have not Uh ; 

Been thrown away u pon you; Foartpn bmproy'd * | 

Your Manhood, an i ich, C | | 

Agrees wkh your wy WA 425b Hum 2949 20" 


Lor. Curſt Acclieitt i 8. 903 144763 7 alt 406 T Il 2H 
Now could I ſwear and is] he wad pas 3! 10 hfat 
She has caught me in my Villany. 

Pope. Why ſo fy a Hence ? Have her Charms. 


And your new E x Quite 35s dumb. 
Lor. Madam, tat you, and orc 31 1:51 
Offences, would be<&ih gilt.” 9 + | 


And not t'incur that eg forgive mew Frellon 
By ,your command ['ſeiz? bea ws ; 
- And ſhe has made Reprizals of my Heart. 


Pope. Oh black ve f advan dd 
This low-born eſe 1 f tim; 
Only tones Trae? es, fron 


Lor. Why a Tra 
I own your favours all ;:own%em with Reverence, 
And like the grateful Perſs ſian, 1 adore Z | 
That Sun thet lighted hr warm'd me ints6 Life 
Yet Maws but Man; honr bymane eBreafts' - 
Are fill'd ; filPd up with ' Gratitude, 
Devotion, all thoſe manly, et vr Virtues, 
Yet Love's that ſtrange Mercurial ole th Souls, 
It ſubt'ly creeps thraugh all; and cy every Pore, — 
_ - AndI ſhould play wm, H ro, to'own 
I ſigh and die for that illuſtrious Face: * © * | k 
Pope. Oh, _ at a treacherous Krgunens: 
But by my Godoy that powerful,Glory 7 
That firſt exhal'd thee fromthy humble Earth, ' 
And rais'd thee up intoa ſhining Meteor, 
Pl lay thee in thy naive Dirt. "od 
Lor. How, Maditin 7 y' 
Pope. By all my hopes Mit fbr.* 
Lor.. Doif you dare” =_—_ er, 
Pope. Do you think to fright me? Yes, miſtaken Slave, 
I will diſrobe you of your Thining Plumes. | 
Lor. Yes, do, Majeſtick Yanity ; ſoar like 
The Bird of Joue, keep oh Jour: Airy Flight: Jl 
But know | 
'High as.you are; theres vaſt Gulph beneath you: 


| (39) 
I am the Wax cements yparbarzow'd Wings,  - a9 
And when you melt me off ;you-{nkand-gromn.t - X 

Pope. Then yow'll betfay me. Arcoyodrerund heftor'd, 
And ſhall that holdwy* = 
Sink Honour, Power, Life, Greatn perich alt: 
T1 be reveng'd or die. .- Who Waity there? '2 
There ſeize that Rebel. 
Enter repens. 7 Tit n (They ſive bins 
Loy. And tare you put in Gn wan! you trongn 7 Pp 
Pope. You ſee I dare. Y wer: cent ir 
Lor. Bid *em withdraw. S 
Pope. Withdraw. (Exeunt Attendants, 
Lor. Thus low Iown your ſacred vengeance _ 
But Mercy is the nobleſt Attribute 
Where Beauty's tht Divinity; Lo Po gN 
Can you forgivemte ?/ - |; +; + 
Pope. Can you firſt ir - 
How I have loved you'? ac 
I had a little Beauty to endear' you 3 ,. - 
Love have had involts, and Truth puſpeatable | 
And to ati-theſe- 0% <0" 
The Princely Fortunes of a Ronan Brelate, 
Te*exhauſt in our Delights, and tofam all | 
My Royal Bowities ig -one word 3- | | 
My Traitor ſhares my Drown ;yet not theſe, Ponds can.hold yau: : 
Lor. Oh, Madam, you reproach my infidelity 
So well, you make my ney bake look inwards, 
And view wy hated Guilt with e and horror. 
Pope. All other. yielding Ladies only hazard 
A little Fame, and meet their happy Lovers 

On Beds of Dowtf,-biit; I-bave-doge. more for you, 

Have hazarded my Honour amd my.Head:; ... 1, 

For with my Sex [ truſt \ybu-with my Life: 

And can you play the Traitor-to ſuch, Love, 

T'a Heart fo generous, a and ſo true ? 

| Lor. No more. 
From this bleſt hour 1 4 loath that fair TSS 
View her bright Treſles as the Snakes Of Furies, ., 
And come a perfe& Convert to theſe Arms. }. | 
Pope. Now you are good. 4 
Lor, Fl: {kad the Yangerous Quickfandy. - ; 

Steer'd by theſe Eyes, ſhall all my Streamers fe: : 

And as vi 903" | 2» 

The wandring Voyager come fate toShoar,” p 4 

1Pays his beſt Thanks to Heaven far bus Return w* All 


'T : 


Shall bribe one T 
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Allm Loves Incen®#td this-Guity burn,” © 
Pope. | nl or oy en LON -/ Hira 
Lor,- Coſars A 21 Tao Us «2h _ RF ts | 

Not Alexande*'s World Thall | 1A 

Not the bright Ruler of: 

Should he reſign the Chariot of hs Sin, 


E < 


aſtray: | 
' Pope.” You make moſt nonkerfut hrpe Promiſes ; 
Bnt can you keep®em 7/4117 n01#7 16 1 9 4 976 7 
Lor. Can you kde ? pe; "197 a0Y 
Pope, But Sir, the time may come- | 


+ When you ſhall think me old. 


- vol Oh never. uMQ 
Pope. Yes. | S030 deldo ot 
The time will come' whats. ont.reftleſs thoughts: 


You will look .back on what 1 have made aloe, Ed - * 


Then cry you'ye had me long : Time and Enjoyment 
Have worn the Pleaſure dull. But could'l, ” 
Conld I forgo the charmin _— 

Lor. Why this Ry rs Icion 

Pope. Well, PIl be generous, _ believe your heart 
Securely mine. Yet this Tath bound to ſay, 
I ought a little to excuſe your frailty, 
When you had ſuch a Conqueror. *bavyi it ſelf 
Muſt own her fair, fair to aMiracle. ſefr +401 
A Prodigy of Benaly 

Lor. Yes indeed 
She" m_ far; 7090 1 

Pope. No wonder now that the loud fpreadingglory 

Of the incomparable-Argeline, - 
The far fani'd - Roman Princeſs charm her Duke 
From out his diſtant 'Germany. ' -A' Cauſe T6 
Enough to have fired a ſeebnd Hamibal 'F 
O'er the cold Apes, when Rowe had ſuch a Prize. 
Yet ſtay 
I ould be loath to draw her Pifture » 
Above the Eife. Lorenzo, Prethee tell Me, 
I think Ido not flatter. * . 

Loy. Truly, Madatii; 
Not much. 

Pope.No ; ſhe's the Miſt es of thoſe valt perſeions; 
As Nature ne'er defi 4 for common Conquelts : 
Methinks could walk o'er that ample Field of my, 


- Survey herall, then-rell-mi tho The have ror 
All Majeſty, andyetWichal & foll .. ft!" 2-6 2114 42240] 
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Of innocent ſweetneſs, that methinks/her Looks = 
Dunting Roch thawfutCloties of her Eyes” |: 
Smile an Infant in an Angel's Boſom. 2X1 31-:3-::i1 

Lor. What divine Muſick's this ? 1, [Aſide 
Pope. Then ſhe has an Eye i | 
So ſparkling as might charm an Anchoret : 
In his cold Cell even Age it ſelf infpire, 
» And his ſtary*d Veins fermegtinto a Fire: 
And ſhe has a Meeit—< W=k, 
Lor. Oh hold, 'my wounds are freſh, 
And my diſtemper'd Soul bnt newly heal'd : 
And if you {till purſue this erous Theme, 
I ſhall relapſe into my burning Fever, 
And light th'unhallow'd dying Fires again. 
Pope. To count up all her Charms, fhe has a Beauty 
Enough tattraQt all Eyes, all Hearts, 
Exhal'd like Morning-Dew before the Sun. 
Lor. Madam,no more, you'vetalk'd till I'm undone. - 
Pope. Yes, have we-ſo.; now where's your high-flown Raptures ? 
Not the bright Ruler of the Day 
Should he reſign the Chariot of -the Sun —— 
Lor. Yet Itop. 
Popk. Now Vows, now Faith, whereare you ? where's 
Your Ceſar's Spoils, and Alexandef's World ' 
That could not bribe one thought aſtray ? 
Lor. Dear Madam, 
If you have pity, hold. 
Pope.. Nay, you ſhall hear me. 
Oh unexampled Perjury !- But now 
Attend,. and/liſten to.-your puniſhment. 
Lor. Be merciful; aid Af 1 + WJ [+1 ; y 'S 
Pope. You ſhall enjoy thisPriaceſs. © / -) © 1 Nino 3! 1 
' Lor. How Madam ? | 
Pope. By my life you ſhaltenjoy her. 
Nay, do not ſtart ;-know .Þ have only acted 
The ſeenyng Thunderer, and wrought you vÞ 
Toall this full confeſſion of your F > bar 1071 
Have made this Trial of Fre ma ys find'you 
That very thing my raviſh'd Soul could with you : . 
For now | dare with greater boldneſs tell you , 
I love her Lord, love the great Duke of S4x0%y 
With fiercer Fires, than you his charming Ducheſs. 
And whea I give you leaveto obtain your wiſhes, 
You mult be juſt, 3nd aid me to crown. mine. ; 
Lor. Are you in Earneſt ? I Pope. 
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And love and furfeit 
Zr. Let me embrace your Knees. 

What can I do to pay you for chs kindneſs? 

1 am too tardy in my Gratitude : 

Say, ſhall I bring the Saxon to your Bed 2, 2, 

By Jupiter I'll drag him to-your Arms,;. 1. _: - 

And when your riotous Love, like a keen Eagle. // 

Has ſoared ſo long, till one dullQuarry tires you, | 

Ghuſe out freſh Game, new Youth, new Veins to ; "T_T you : 

Survey your Kome, lqok round your ample worl 

Mark out that face that you defign for: —_—_ 

By Heaven's bright Throns tis yoursni 7! 
Pope. Thanks, dear-Zirenzoy 111 (1) 

This is extreamly kind. But, oh! 1 lore»: i 

W here all Attempts, and even all: Hopes are vain. 


My Wings areqpinnivn?d,):and my Feet are, chain, | 
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_ And'the broad Gulph between ns is unpallable. - 


Lor. Madam, *tis true, you've: hard Game toplay : A 


- But dot deſpair: for methinkwthere"s 


Prophetick in my working Soul that tells me 

I ſhall do -wonders:ia;your Cauſe, when Angelize 
Is my Reward ; and when wy active Brain” 

Has form'd that great Ainerea ( for, by Heavens 
He muſt and ſhall be yours ;) know, Madam, 

PIl bring you to his Arms with as much pleaſbre 
As ever I received you in my Own. 

Pope. W hy, this is as it ſhould be. ., Why ſhould we 
Who've loved and loved tillwe have pall'd oor APHEUNG,;. 
Drawn off Love's NeQar to the dregs, be Slaves :/;- ; 
To ſenſleſs Conſtancy ? Give me alooſe: 

In Pleaſares uncontrouled, unlimited 
As Ocean Tides, whoſe wanton Rulows roar, 
Rove, and roll on to the. WorPds utmaſtShore. 
Theſe, theſe are my Qri 03% bns! - 

Lor. By Heavens, and jhimnell!:. 7 1104 4 1 

Pope. Give me your, land hleiotfarwycd. jr ovr: - Wis. 
Admit no Bounds, opr Pleafures no controul ; | 7 461 
In our delights let eld>Ranes Glory ſhine, 


Thou the brisk Th Ithe. ner» FAO 1 LExO0n; \ 
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The Scene 4 —_— which. wort Ay of Flereticks in 


| 21931971 
a &. )Oh for Sword, + cough my heart. Oh! 
Fei. 2. Savage Tormenters, hold ; Oh ! [ Groans. 
Her. 3. Barbarian Derils!-oh 1 -- 


Prieſt. Peace Heretick, or I ſhaltburn that Tongue ont. 
Theſe lingring Torments are but lentif kindneſs 
T'inwre you for damnati6f; : 
Her. 3. Tyrant Monſters. 
Prieft 1. When your Apoſtacy from Truth and Heaven 
Has light.your ſcorching Souls, yowll find Hell hotter. 
Enter the Duke of Saxony, bronght in Cers. 
Sax. Where am | brought ?' T'a RomanPrifon'? Death ! 
Is this the Place ? -Hold, Miniſter of Horror, | 
Why all this Cruelty ? 
Prieſt 1. Ask when you feel it. 
Sax. Bold Slave, is this an anſwer for a Prince ? 
Prieft 1. Bold Prince, is this a queſtion for a Prieſt ? 
A Prince? a Pigmey 3 poor: gay Fool, examine 
Your Circumſtances, and this Place 3 and then 
Ask who's-the Slave, dull Dotard, thou or I? 
Sax. Traytor, I'll tear thy heart out. [ Offers at him. 
Prieft 1. Seize the Mad-oian. [They ſeize Saxony. 
Nay, do not ſwagger z if you are fo hot, 
We'll cogl you &er'we part. 
Sax. Gods! am I feiz'd 
And brav'd by Raſcals? 
1 Prieſt. Inſolens Earth arid Aſhes, n 
Do you know who *'tis we are ? 
Sax. Yes, Ruffiarts, wondrous well ; 
The Popes'Edge-tools; the Armour of 'the Beaſt ; 
TheScales and Tail of that hige monſtrous Hydra ; ; 
And whenſoe'r his boyling Venom hiſles, 
You ſting and kill : Ye rank infe&tious Limbs —— 
But, Gods! that I ſhould ſtoop to ſcold with Villains! 
Patience, if ever thow'wert a Royal Virege; © 
Keep in my Gall, and make my Rage burn inwards. 
2 Priefs. Bold Lot, you take n Soares Privilege, 
To talk thus rudely 
To the Maſters of your Fate. Fhink where you ftand. 
Sax. Yes, Prieſt, 'in' the Popes Shambles ;' 
Yes, Iam ſnared; now, Pope, thou haſt me faſe 
The ſcorn of Fortune, and'the ſport-of Villzins. 
So when the Princely Lion's in the Toil, 
Eack Cur dares bark at him. ; \10 MIg Þ Enter 
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What makes him here? Howl yew: Formenters ſtill ! 

Lor . No Royal Sig.———Leave us alone- ©: 'i i10O( Exeunt abut 

Sax. nv PR oe _' +» Sax. and Lor. 
Speak, what new * this Monſter ne'er fails by, . 
c—_ the > as Blood. " | 

Lor. Ne morethat Monſter. ;- | - mio | nin q 1 
Behold an humble Penitent at your Feet. -- 1 [Kneek. 
Moſt injur*d Majeſty, my trembling Soul - + 
Droops at. your Fate. 

Sax. A very excellent Mask.! 

Lor. Sir, to remove all thoughts 
Of ſuch Hypocrile,—Bring in that Lady, 
Angeline brought in vail d ; which apon her entrance, ſhe pulls off 


Here be as happy as thoſe Charms can make you, 
Sax. My ſweeteſt Angeline ! 
Ang. My Lord, my Life !— 
Sax, Nay, Sir, talk on z perhaps thou maiſt be honeff, 
<ince theſe are thy Credentials. Io» 
Lor. Yes, my Lord, 
l am. FR | 
Sax. Indeed thou ſhouldſt be ſo ; for ſure 
No treacherous hand could make me ſucha Preſent - 
Yet I have had ſuch wrongs, ſo much foul Play, 
That I miſtruſt the faireſt Caſt of Fortune z 
And ſome new Plot may lurk even in theſe Arms. 
Speak z is there Heav'n or Hell within this Circle ? 
Lor. Heav*n, Sir, if ſhe can give it you. By all 
My hopes, I am your Slave z- my, Tyrant Lord. - 
The Popes Barbarity, and your hard Fortunes, have ſo perfe&ly 
Converted me, that as an .expiation | 
Of my paſt Crimes, with hazard of my Life, 
I bring tifis Lady to your Arms. 
Ang. Nay, Sir, - {, 6, | 
If there be Truth in Oaths, / he-has-ſworn io heartily, 
That ſure this pleaſing Vidionmplt be true. 

: Lor. 1 muſt be brief 3 there's danger in my ſtay* 
Know then, the cruel Pope, my much loath'd Maſter, 
Continues ſtill almoſt inexorable ; 

Yet though you are lodg'd,withia this diſmal Scene 

Of Tyranny, I have prevail'ſo, far,, 

That no Barbarity.to your Royal Perſon 

Shall here be offered you : Your Freedom only 

Denied ; and that's not in my pow'r ta give : _ And 


2? 
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And yet in time I hope t'obtain that too. 
For by my Soul, if all my Art and Inzereſt 
Can ſerye you, Pltreſtore yortr clouded Brightneſs 
To all its Luſtre : and that too, without « 
Your leaſt ſubmiſſion tan unprincely thought, 
Below the honour of the Duke of. Saxony. 

Sax; Let. me embrace this Miracle of Goodneſs. 


This is ſo ſtrangely kind ! Enter Amiran. 


Amir. Oh, Sir, take heed ! 

A general Murmur runs thro” all the Princes Jaylors, 

To know why you have broken their ſtrict Orders, 

And brought a Lady to their Royal Priſoner. 

Ang.And can there be that ſtorm mult part us now ? 
Lor. Sir, though your Jaylors are too numerous 

To be all brib'd, and Faith in multitudes 

Can never be repos'd ;, yet I have found 

One honeſt Prieſt amongſt them:him I have made mine, 

Made mine by Gold ; and though this fatal place 

To this fair Gueſt is now forbidden ground, 

And I muſt take her from you ; yet at night, 

A dark and ſafer hour, | 

By his aſlifance, through a private door, 

This Page ſhall bring your Princeſs to your Bed. 

Alas, this homely Palace does ill ſute 

Your Royal Joys ;, yet that Love will excuſe: 

And no little tranſport to gny Soul, 

That *tis within my power to make you happy.. 
Sax.Never did Friendſhip equal thine; thou beſt— 
Lor. Nay, Sir, no thanks ; *ris more than I deſerve: 

For the whole ſtudy of my Life to ſerye you, 

Is but th'atonement of my greater guilt, 

But one thing, Sir, I had forgot to tell you z 

Take heed that you are ſilent in your Loves; 

For there are many dangerous Ears around yau, 

And a diſcovery may coſt 

Your loyal Shve his Head. 

Sax. Oh, fear not that. 

Lor. We muſt make hafte, our danger calls us hence. -. 
Ane. Farewel, my deareſt Lord. 

Sax. Till Night, farewel. | 

Night, did I fay ! No, dazling Brightneſs, no ; 

Thy Sweets drive Sorrows, Pains, and Shades away : 

And in thy Arms 'tis everlaſting Day. 


©38) 
AC'TIV. 


F 


Enter, 

I could hug thee for this rare Deſign. 
Never was Night ſo pleaſant, or a Plot 

So artful, or {o proſperous ; BY 

To draw him in with the falſe Mask of Friendſhip, 

Then throw his Lady to him for a Lure, 

And fo to make his very Love my Bawd ; 

Bait our falſe -Hook with her bewitching Eyes, 

And burniſh o'er onr Braſs with his own Gold ; 

Then lodge me in his Arms for his own Wife, 

And in ker room reap alt her Bridal: Joys, 

Without even the leaſt ſhadow of ſuſpition * 


Pope. 


To damp our fierce Delights. This wH a Maſter-piece. 


Lor. Nay, Madam, I have had my Trophies too, 
To have his Ducheſs led to my own Fed; 
Lodg'd there- in expedtatior: of her Lord; 

With more impatience than a dying Saint 

Waits for his Angel-guide. Then inhis place 
T*approach the gloomy Shrine to the-true Goddeſs, 
Tho? the falſe Worſhipper ;- thento- embrace 

Her preſling Arms, devour her meeting Lips; 

No Sun ſo warm, and yet no Shower {o melting. 

Pope. By all that's excellent, 

No Preſident e'er matcht this Nights Intrigue. 
Never was Love on all ſides ſo performed ; 
Their very Raviſhers, their darling Lovers, 
And the kind Sacrifice flew to the hre. 

Oh Love, if ever thou wert blind, "twas there. 

To-. But, Madam, tho* the darkneſs of the Night 
Deceiv*d his Eye, how did you cheat his Ear ? 

Pray tell me; for th'Intrigue has been ſo pleaſant, 
That even the Repetition has a Charm-in't. 

Pope. Firſt then, the kind officious Prieſtly Jaylor, 
Baited with Gold, like-@ true generous Pander, - 
Stood at the door admit my Page and me. 

My Page then led me ſoftly to the Dukes 

Apartment ; bnt:no'Telk-tale Faper light us. 

Mufffd and mask'd to his dark Bed T-came ; 

His Curtains ſtrait at my approachflew open, 

As I have ſeen upon a ſhining Theatre 
. The painted-Clouds to a dhbrading Venus. 
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Then ftrait he graſpt me in his burning Armg,. 
Whilſt in my Ears theſe eager Accents fell, 
My deareſt, gentleſt, ſweeteſt Angeline. 
But I to ſhrowd my fatal Syren's voice, 
As if the danger of the place bad ſcared me, P* 
Streight huſhthim filent with a-trembling Kiſs, 
T he o7#y Rhetorick theſe Lips durſt make : . -- 
And from that hour wehad no roqm for talking : 
Our only Eloquence was our Delights, 
Whilſt our tranſported Raptures ſtruck us dumb. . 
Before the dangerous morning-dawn, the Page 
Return'd to bear me back, 
And I retir'd 
As ſafely as I came left the poor Lord 
So extaſi'd, the falſe Angelick Viſion 
To his deluded Senſc appear'd fair, 
As left no track to ſhew the Fiend was there. 
 Lor. Juſt my own Scene : no Picture more exact. 
Enter Amiran. | 
Pope. Oh my beſt Girl! how haſt thou left the Duke ? 
Amiran. Madam, fo pleaſed, ſo ſtrangely pleas'd ; not Glory 
Upon a Head new Crown'd, can fit more chearful 
Than this Nights pleaſure on his Heart. His Priſon 
He has ſo forgot, 'that in his Cage he ſings. 
And for my Services, he ſweetens me 
With ſuch ſoft words, and with ſuch tender thanks 
He plac'd this ſparkling Diamond on my finger, 
That Treaſon ſure was never fo rewarded. 
Pope. But how his Dutcheſs ! 
Amtir. Much in the ſame vein. 
Only her deeper ſtream more ſiteat flows : 
She ſpeak$-not, but ſhe thinks as much as he. 
Her generous Lord, a 
His Gift was Diamonds, but hers were Rubies ; 
She only paid me with a Bluſh, and left me. 
Pope. Well, my Lorenzo, this ſoff; Feaſt of Pleaſure 
Has been too full of wonder and delight, 
For the ſhort Riot of one Night to exhauſt. 
Let us reſolve then to play out the Game 
Like wanton Revellers, glut our fierce deſires. ; 
And when this old Intrigue grows ſtale, and wires, 
We'll ſeek out new. 
Loy. Agreed, my Oracle, 
Pope. Saxon, to night, 
Qace more thy Yen 13 her Cloud deſceads :; Oh 
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Oh for a Bowl of Cleopatre's Philter, 
To heighten our next maeting Joys. 
How bravely did the wiſe Egyfian Dame 

Niſſolve a Kingdom's Ranſom in a Peatr!, 

To treat her Darling A#thony, tinſpire 

To his drain'd Veins new Life, and unknown Fire 
Oh, Egyr's glorious Queen ! | | 
Shall I lefs attive'be? My Blood*s, as warm, 

And I am as brisk, as young and proud as ſhe. 

Celts, Cloyſters, Covents, Altars, Temples, Shrines, 
With their valt hoafds, areall my Golden-Mines. 
Nay, to ſum all Romes infinite Maſs in one, 

All the mad Zeal of the blind World's our ' own. 
Theſe ſhall my Riots, theſe my Pomp ſupply ; 

Shall I want Love, who Fave all this Wealth to buy ? 
 Zor. This is ſo glorious, ſodivinely great, 

Old Rome ne'er Deifi'd, nor the new Rome - 

E'er Canoniz'd a Heroine more illuſtrious. 

Pope. If the cold Bones of 'a dull Roman Saint 
Can ileep in Treaſures, whilſt his ſenſleſs Marble 
Sweats in embroider' Gems and molten Gold, 

Shall my warm Bed and warmer Lovers want it ? 
No. | 

Pll melt the Crown from the gilt Martyrs Head, 
And ranſack even his Tomb t'adorn my Bed. 

Pl rifle Saints to make my Lovers ſhine, 

And ſtea} from Heav'n to make the Joy divine. 
Lovers, by Lucifer, I'll not wantone day, 

Whilſt the rich Church ſhall both procure and pay. 

Lor. Moſt excellent ! 

Pope. Now could I laugh at thoſe 
Dull pions dying Fools, who in deſpair 
To buy Eternity, make the Church their Heir. 

The Bigot Fools are kind in a good hour ; | 
There's nothing like a Pope fpr an Executor. 
True, the peor Slaves die Saints, fo let *em die, - 
Whillt we enjoy the Paradiſe they buy ; 
Leaving that Wealth which. we in Luſt conſume, 
They are Proſclites to Heaven, but Bawds to Rome, 
The Scene changes to the Priſon. 

Two Herericks. 

1 Her, Bernardo ! | 

2 Her. Ha ! More Prieſts, more Torturers ! Oh ! 
z Her. H'(t, I am a Friend. 

2 Her, A Friend to poor Bernards ! 


[Exennt. 


(4). 
Nay, then thou art a wretched indeed : 
For nought but miſery dares link with me. | 
1 Her. Indeed thou art Pth? right. Na wonder nothirg, 
But Cruelty and Torments fill this place ; ; 
For here Religion reigns, that pious Cormorant ; 
Religion, that devouring Savage reigns : 
Yes, we are Hereticks. 
Thoſe bugbear monſtrous things,deſign'd for flaughter ; 
All other leſſer Crimes Rome can forgive , 
As Whoredoms, Thefts, Rapes, Murders ! ( alas, 
They are petty venial ſins. ) Does not the Bawd 
Keep open ſhopin Rome, pays but her yearly Toll 
To's Holineſs's facred Treaſury, 
And takes a Licenſe for the Trade ſhe holds ? * 
The bloudy Murderer runs but toa Church , 
And 'tis his Sanftuary ; the Gates flie open , 
While the generous Prieſt, like his kind Guardian Saint , 
Views the freſh Scarlet on-the Cut-throats face , 
And hugs hisdarling Brother. But poor Hereſie, 
That mortal, capital, unpardonable, crying fin , 
Muſt never be forgotten: Rome's Jayls , and Dungeons , 
Wheels, Wracks; Stakes, Gibbets, are for Hereticks made. 
2 Her. Now by my ſtarving Veinsand aking Bones , 
How faithfully thon play'ſt the Painter. 
1 Her. What think*ſt thou of a Pope ? 
2 Her, Why he's a Horſe-leech 
Without a tail ; the Bloud he ſucks, runs through him : 
He ſucks and ſucks, but never fills. But, Heav'ns ! 
W hat was the Crime that brought me to this place ? 
'Tis true, | heard a Prieſt moſt vilely cant , 
And tell me how by Miracle 
A certain Roman Martyr bore his head 
Under his arm three miles: And *cauſe I could not 
Believe him, but provoked with the rank nauſeous fable, 
Ina moſt honeſt hearty bluntneſs, told him, 
The pious Legend lyed ; For that, that only Crime , 
I am condemn'd untryed to endleſs Chains, 
And Torments doom'd, neer to fee light agen. 
1 Hey, Not toſee light agen .! But how if I propoſed 
A means for an Eſcape. : 
2 Her. For an Eſcape! - 


1 Her. But 'tis with wondrous hazard, infinite danger 


2 Her. Danger / nomatter : Bring me to a Lottery 
But with one Chance for Liberty , 
Tho to ten Blanks, and every one for death , 
'd thruſt my hand into the fatal Pile = G 
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As cheerfully as Miſers graſp their Gold;. , 
1. Her. Know then, by a Conſpiracy betwixt; 

Some of our fellow-ſufferers, this night, 

This dead dark hour, the Priſon's to be fired —- 
2 Her. Moſt excellent - 


1 Her. And by this happy Plot.. 


' 'Tis poſlible ſome of us may eſcape: 


At worſt, we canbut-burn 5. and -better end 
A life at once, then to lie here immured, 
Preſerv'd for Wracks, and kept an Age in dying, | 
Bernardo, look, yon dauncing ſtreaks of light 
Tell vs the happy, Traia has taken fire. * 
2 Her. Lets retire and wait the bleſſed minute: 
Shine out, bright Sunof comfort ; either ſave 
Qur wretch'd lives, orlight us .to.a grave, 
| Exeunt, 
Thethird Scene is the Duke of Saxony*s Bedchamber 
within -the Priſon. 
Enter Saxony in his Night- gown, as newly riſen from Bed. 

$S4x. Good Heav'n ! what miſty damp diſturbs my ſleep ? 
tary and Pitch ? What poyſonous ſmoaky ſtench 
Offends my aking Eyes ? 

Within. Fire ! fire! fire! 

Sax. Horrour and Death ! the place is all on fiae ! 

Awake, my Angeline, look up, and ſee | 
Danger and Death ſurround ns. 

Within. Fire !_ fire! fire! 

Pope. | Starting out of bed. | 
Hell and Perdition ! what misfortune's here! 

Szx. By Heav'ns, we are almoſt .circled in with flames ! 

And the doors lockt, faſt barr'd: Knocking t0 get Ota. 
aylours, Prieſts, Torturers / 
Open the door, make haſte, or we ſhall periſh. 

Within. (From ſeveral-yoices. ) 

1. Fire !' 

2, Plotsand Treaſon ! 

3. Bar the Gates : fecure- 

The Priſoners, let 'em burn, rather than flte. 

Sax. The Flames increaſe, and we are pent in with Rvuine: 
Unlockt the door ;. deal harden'd Devils, hear us. Knocking, 
Opea the door, make haſt, or elſe we die. 

Within, Die, and bedamn'd.. _ 

23 Fre? Vie '! 

Sax. Oh ny dear. Angeline, we are betray'd:. 
A trange prophetick hoxrour tells my Soul. 
T-hat. we are-meyd vp for ſacrifice. The: 
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The Ghoſt of the old Duke of Saxony riſes with a burning 
T aper in his band, . 
Look, look ! | 
Here the Ghoſt with his Taper touches a train of fire above 
him, which immediately writes upon the Wall, in Capital 
letters in a blaudy fire, theword MURDER; which 
continues burning ſome time. 
My Angeline, my Royal Father's Ghoſt ! 
See Murder, Murder ! Ohthe voice of Bloud ! 
Stay, ſtay, thou Reyal Harbinger of Fate The Ghoft ſinks. 
Oh, Angeline, the hand of Heaverys againſt us. 
Pope. Adored dear Devil, fave mebut this once. ( aſide.) kneels. 
Sax. That murder'd ſleeping Shade wakes ſrom Deaths arms 
To call us to his own untimely Grave. 
Now, Pope, thou and thy black Colleagues of Hell, 
Compleat their impious Vengeance. 
Pope. By all that's damn'd, I am Ioſt : This Meſſenger ._- 
Of Hell was fent for me. 
Cut off thus early! Ol-the ſenſeleſs Devil, 
Thus to play Booty 'gainſt himſelf ! Aſide. 
Miſtaken, dull infernal fools, I have not yet 
Sate long enough on Rome's Imperial Throne 
To doyou half the ſervice of a Pope. 
Sax. Witneſs, good Heay'n, for my own life I fear not ; 
But thy hard fate torments, my bleeding Soul. 
If we muſt burn , thusarm in arm we'll die. Embracing. 
Speak to thy Love ; why ſpeaks not my dear Angeline ? 
There needs no ſilence in pur Kiſles now. 
Pepe. Ruin'd ! betray*d ! undone! If I'but ſpeak, 
He'll find my Screech- owl's voice; and if heſees me, 
He'll know my fatal face, and tear my throat out. 
Speak or not ſpeak, I burn, if there be God's Alide.. 
Curſe on your blazing Thrones. No Ditch-born Hag 
Was ever doom'd to ſuch a fate as I am. 
By Hell, I ſcorch already : Fire and <#rna ! 
Traytors, Prieſts, Monſters. Here open the door. Khocking. 
Sax. Ha. 
Pope, Now could I part with all my Keys of Heav'n, 
But for one Picklock to theſe Iron-bars. (aſide, 
Make haſte, yetardy Dozs, here's Gold to pay you. 
Still deaf, ye ſlaves ! a Jewel worth a Kingdom, 
To bribe you for a Key ! 
Sax. Ravens and Vultures ! | 
Pope. I cannot, dare not burn. Dull drowfie Villains — 


G2 Sax. 
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Sax. What art thou? ſpeak, infernal Fiend, what art thou ? 


Speak, Succubus, what Gibbet haſt thou robb'd 9 b6 
For that loath'd form, to ſtain my ſacred Bed, 
And damn my cheated Soul / 
Pope. Inquire no farther ; 
I will not ſpeak. 
S4x Speak, or I will tear thy Soul out. 
Pope. Save your own. 
Flic, or we burn. 
Sax. By Heav*ns the very form 
Of my dead Father's Poyſoner ! 
'1 Prie#F, What's here / 
2 Prieſt. A Whore! 
3 Prieſt, A Whore / 
Sax. Oh, Gentlemen, ſecvre that Hag, that Sorcereſs ; 
The very Witch that light this Fatal Fire , 
And brought the Brand from her own Hell to kindle it. 
4 Prieft. The Lady Ihad three hundred Crowns to Bawd for , 
And her ProteCftion may be worth three thouſand. 
1 Prieft, Take her, and burn the Witch. 
Pope. O ſave me! ſave me / 
4 Prieſt. Hold, Brothers, let me anſwer for this Lady : 
She is my Miſtriſs and my Charge; and with 
My Bloud I'll juſtifie her Innocence. 
Pope. Good, pious, honeſt, tender-hearted Father, 
This Diamond ſpeak my thanks. * Gives bima Ring. 
1 Prieſt. A Bona Roba. 
2 Prieſt. One of our Brothers friends ! nay, then all's well. 
3. Prieſt. An honeſt Girl of yours ; that name Protects her. 
Sax. ProteCt her ! how /! protect the romp Traytreſs 
That ere diſgraced a Jayl, or ſhamed a Gibber ? 
Secure her, ſeize her. 
4 Prieſt. Stop that mad mans mouth ; 
I'll Rake my life to vindicate this Lady. 
1 Prieſt. Enough, enough ; fie, let the Lady paſs. 
2 Prieſt. Madam, your flaves. 
3 Prieſt. Make room there for this Lady. 
* Pope, Ten thouſand Saints reward you for this kindnefs. 
1 Prieſt, Weare your Vaſſals. Uſbering her to 
2 Prieſt. Madam, your faithful Servants. the door, 
Pope. Such an Eſcape, kind Fate-— Exit, led out by her friend 
Sax. Horrour unſpeakable / the fourth Prieſt, 
What Monſter has this night-{lept in my arms 
Do l live, ſpeak, move, walk? Is yon your Heav'n, 
Your Earth I tred on, or your Air I breath in? And 


Emer Prieit; and Lights, 
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And is this load of Nathre Fleſh and Blond ? 

Oris it all a Dream, or am I chang'd 

To ſome incaruate Devi; doom'd to walk 

Deaths burning plains, converſe with Imps and Goblins , 

Tread the dark Mazes of eternal night , 

And ſleep with Hags and Succubus ? 

Oh the vaſt Feaver of my burning Bloud / 

Some Ocean quench me, or fome Mountain ſwallow me. 

Not Chriſtian flayes,'wrapt vp in Pitch, and light 

Like burning Tapers to the Savage Nero , 

Not Hercules in his invenom'd fhirt , 

Nor Lucifer at his firſt plunge in Hell, 

Felt half the Fires my raging Entrails feel. Excunt. 


The Scene changes to a private Apartment of the Pope. 
Emer Pope, Lorenzo, and Amiran. 
Pope. Oh my Lerenzo, I am undone for eyer ! 
Lor. Hew, Madam : Heav'n forbid. 
Pope, Sleeping this night 
In my dear S«xons arms, by ſome curſt accident 
The ſcene of our delights was ſet on fire. 
Straight from his Bed the frighted Saxon leapt, 
And thunder'd in my Ears, Wake, wake, my Angeline! 
Oh'twas a fatal ſound ; not the laſt Trumpet 
Shall wake the Damn'd to greater pains than mine. 
Curſt be that hour ; the blazing Fire-brands, like 
A Taper to a wandring Midnight-Ghoſt, - 
Served but to ſhew the Fiend theſe Eyes diſcoyer'd. 
Lor. Diſcover'd ! Death and Furies. 
Pope. Notttrenraged Oedipus 
Alarm'd from his ince:tuous Mothers Bed, 
Rav'd half ſoloud as he. But toſum all, 
The Terrours of this hideous night, 
The ghaſtly form of the old poyſon'd Saxon, 
Burſt thro? the Marble-floor, and with a Torch 
Dipt in the ſulphurois Lake, from whence he roſe , 
ln diſtin CharaQters of Bloud and Fire , 
Writ MURDER inthe blazing Roof aboye us. 
Lor, Oh youdiſtra& me / 64 (2 
How got you off? How could you ſcape with life? 
Pope. By Miracle ! | 
Had not the entring Jaylours ſaved me , 
He had torn my heart ont. 
Lor. But, dear Madam, tell me : 
The Treaſon was too plain. But do you think 


He did ſuſpeCt or gueſs thereal Traytreſs? 


Beſides, your life and Crown's at ſtake ; let that 
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There, there's the fatal point. \ 

Pope. Oh 1 have but too-much reaſon to believe it; 
For ar the horsour of Se vile Eyes, 
He cri'd, the Features of 'my Fathers Poyſoner. 

And tho betwixt his wild diſtraQted ſenſes 

He left me with the name of Witch, Fiend,S6rcere fs, 
And what ele other odd fantaſtick forms 

His wandring Rage could Ihape ; Iam not ſafe, 

Lor. No, you are undone: for if he lives, you die, 
Should tatling fame but whiſper you are a woman, 
*T will make the ſcorching world too hot to hold you, 

Pope. But, my Lorenzo, I'll prevent that danger ; 
For lam reſoly'd he dies. 'Yet, Gods ! 'cis hard, 
'Tis very-hard to kill the man I love 3 | 
But if he Keeps a tongue, I loſe a head. 

No, his invenom'd Lungs breath Plagnes, and 1 


' Muſt root his heart up to diſlodge that Poyſon. 


Peace, fooliſh Love, and be for ever dumb ; 
I ſit on Rome*s great Throne, a Seat too bright 
To hazard for the Pleaſures of a Night. 
Saxon, thy life I cannot, muſt not ſave 
Oh, 1 muſt ſend thee to thy Father's Graye : je 
For know my Lovemuſt be my glories ſlave. 
Lor, Spokelike Rome*s Monarch ! This a Scepter'd hand 
And a Crown'd head ſhould be. 
Pope. But is it not enough 
His Father I have poyſon'dſtain'd his B:d, 
Himſelf impriſom'd, and to-ſtab his Soul, 
His deareſt Princeſs thou haſt both whor'd and raviſht; 
But to all theſe accumulated Cruelties 
& mult at li add his own murder tco? 
1s it not barbarous ! 
Lor. Death, not at all : 
For now you are kind, and put him out of pain. 


Inſpire your Soul. 
Does rotth'invading-Conguerour that leads 
His thouſands and his thouſands out to battel, 
To ſczle the Walls of ſome Imperial City , 
Fill up a Ditch with his own wartyr'd ſlaves, 
To make a Bridge toGlory ? If their glory 
Can murder thouſazds, ſhall yours ſhrink at one 
Poor gaſping flave ? | 

Pope. Thou art an excellent Oratour, _ ., 


1ſtandconfirm'd ; bur whilft 1 ſtay to talk, - * * Dan- 
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Danger grows big and terrible. 
Here, Amiran, I'll leafe'the Charge to thee: |, 

Take theſe three thouſandcrowns , and ſteal 'em into 
The hand of that good conſcientious. Prieſt, 
My honeſt Bawd that ſaved my threatn'd life, 
Thou mayſt at ſafely for me'; for be.knows 
Not who, nor whence thou art. Tell him, his buſineſs 
Is only to give the mad wilde Saxon Duke 
A ſober ſleeping Pill: He'll underſtand thee. 

Amir, Madam, your great Commands muſt all be ſacred ; 
And my whole life's too ſhort for my obedience: 
Yet pardon me when | haye one Grace to + 
That you'd be pleaſed trexcuſe my trembling hand 
From this too cruel office. 

Poze, How, my Girl! , 

A fit of Conſcience / fie, let not that check thee. 

Shrink not to ſerve me now. 

Do this, and- make thine entire for ever. 

Amir. Well, Madam, I am your flave, 
Pope. Thanks, my kind Amiran.. 

Make haſte, my Girl. 

Amir, | flie obey you; Exit Amir: 
Pope. So / pt 

Well, if there's any thing in the airy Dreams 

Of Faith, Religion, Piety, 

Things which poor little unambitious Church-men 

Have nothing elſe to do but to believe in, 

Whilſt we the great and glorious Mitred heads 

Have otber work and other game to mind: 

They ſay that Providence to ſuffering Innocence, 

Gives Crowns and Paradiſe. Then, Saxon, thou 

Art happy, and [ kind ; and if Eternity 

Has, to wrong'd Virtue, Conſtellations given, 

Why ſhould I ſick to ſend the manl love to Heay'n / ' 

Or why ſhould ſnarling fools at bloud repine; . 

When Death's the Furnace does their Gold refine ? * 

'Tis Wounds.and Death that Heav'n with Stars does paint; 

And the kind Murderer tranſlates. the Saint. Exennt: 
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ACT theFifth. 
The Scene the Priſon. 

-.- Amiran alone. 


my ® brys I cometo bring a Soveraign head, 

| A Soveraign Cure, a ſober ſleeping Pill ; . 

I, that's the word. = 

Poor Saxony thy Royal Father :murder'd, 

Thy dearelt Princeſsrayiſhts and tomakeup 

The moſt unnatural monſtcans: maſs of 'Croelty ,- HT 
Thy Fathers Poyſoner, and thy Fathers Whore, 1375024 
Lodg'd in thy Bed. Oh thou'rt a true Original 

Of unexampled Miſery :'N6- Tragedy ' 

Ere equall'd thine. Yet afterall, this moſt 

Wrong'd Prince muſt bleed;and Imoſt be tis murderer. - a 
Oh my faint Arm ! Oh my Barbarian Miſtriſy / 

Well, I remember I have ſerv'd.thy-Luſt,- 

My breaſt the Cabinet to all thy Whoredoms ; - 

Nay, like an Uſurer to the Truſt thou haſtlent me, 

Pveplay'd the Bawd t'increaſe 'em. All theſe IIls 

I never trembled at ; but oh, there's fomethivg - | | 

In Murder ſo beyond 2 Femalt Villain,”  ' 34 
As my Soul ſtartles at the thought. But why, 

Why do l play the fooliſkCrocodile, 


And mourn where 1 muſt kill ? | 
Emer Saxqny* and Carlo. 
Yonder he comes! | 
Let me retire a while, and borrow ſtrength 
For this dire Execution, | Abjconds. 
Sax. Oh my wrong'd Angeline, 
What have | done ? by what Infatuation, 
What damn'd Huſfion led, have I a Monſter 
Claſptto my breaſt ? or has ſomeRival-God 
In malice to thy happter envy'd Lord, 
Caught thee t'his Heaven t'ontſhine yon dazling Stars , 
And leftthat changeling Demon in my Arrhs / 
I ſhall run mad. 
Amir, Alas, poor injur'd Prince / 
Sax. Tell me, ye Powers Inferna), Icopjure you 
By all the Pleaſures of Revenge ; 
And thou curſt Pope, thou greater blacker Devil, 
Tell me by what Inchantments, Spells, Drugs, Minerals, 
That ſayage Whore you lodg'd within my Arms; And 
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A nd to make up that Monſter more than execrable; 
Leat her thy own-infernal Face to blaſt me. 

Amir. Oh I can hold no longer ! Ye Gods, 

That ſo much Excellence ſhould be created 

For ſo much Ruine ! Pity, Conſcience, Love, 
I know not which thou art ; But on the ſudden 
My dear Reſolves are ſtagger'd. 

Sax. Art thou here ? 
Oh my y Pandar | ye kind Powers, I thank you. 
Thou u Imp, thou early lighted Brand 
Of everlaſting Fire, tell me what Fury 
Thy impions Hand lodg'd in my Bed laſt Night , 
Tell me; for I will know. 

Amir, Oh, Sir, no more. 
I cannot, muſt not, will not, dare not tell you. 

Sax. Not tell me? Now by thy own Mother-Hag 
That bore thee-in-a Ditch, fed thee with Scorpions, 
Swath'd thee with Adders, ſuckled thee with Blood, 
And dipt thee young in Hell, 

Speak quickly, or I'll tear the.curſed Secret 
From thy —_—_— Heart 4 ſpeak, or Pll kill thee. 

Amr. Yes,do Sir, and I'll thank you for the kindneſs ; 
For if 1 ſpeak, I muſt kill you : and truſt me, | 
I have that ſenſe of your unhappy ſufferings, 

That I had rather die my ſelf; than be 
Your Murderer. | 

Sax. And art thou then in earneſt ? 

Come, prithee , ; I as to blame to chide thee : 
Benot afraid; ſpeak but the fatal Truth, 

And by my hopes of Heay'n I will forgive thee. 
Out with it, come 5 now wouldſt thou tell me all, 
But art aſham'd to own thy ſelf a Bawd : 

"Las, that might be thy Father's Fault, not thine. 
Perhaps ſome honeſt humble Cottage bred thee, 
And thy ambitious Parents pootly proud, 


Tor © 0 COIN ve at Court, 

And for a Plume of Feathers vp Gap ay 

Not Rt PII U RAT veit, 
Sax. prithee ſpeak ; let but 

A true Confeſhon plead thy Penitence, 

And Hearn will then fo thee as I do. 


Amir. But, Sir, can 'you'refolve to lend an 
To Sounds ſo terrible, fo full of- Fate, © 
As will not, only a& a fingle Tragedy, H 
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But even dis)oynt ompaky ares Harmony | 
And quite untune the or - ſs, ack ace 13 49d 209.1 
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Sax. Ob my dear rderer, - «ft ©7706 wr 14 &:::m c 220'F 
Breath*em as Garkelty as the Baring Lark | 
Wakes the gay Morn. Thoſe dear ſweet Airs that kill-me, 
Are my new Nuptial Songs. My Angeline 
Has been my firſt, and Death's my ſecond Bride. | | 
Amir. Know, then th'Enchagtrefs that theſe rwo laſt nights: '( 
Slept in your Boſom, 'was your Father's Poy ſoner. 
Sax. Riddles and Death ! What myſtick Sounds are theſe ? 
Amir. That Sorcereſs that in a borrow'd ſhape 


Uſurps Ronees facred Throne, was the dire _ oy 
Sax. Ha! | wh 
Amir. Oh Sir, I readthat Lightning i in your —__ 04053 1 


That tells me, L have ſet your Soul on fire, + 
Break, break, great, keart,, thou'rt too much loſt to live, 
And for the la » the greateſt fatal ſtab ;, 
For 1 mult tell you all. That Luſt-byrat Hag, * $24.3 3Gib {nA 
Began her Game with your unhappy. Fathex. [doivp 2£2;2 
You may remember in;the.Saxon.Court,;- '/ | oO il 10 
A fatal Beauty call'd FJoanna An lea, || 
That Syren firſt defil COT 's Bed, | 
And then by Jealouſie transform'd, this Prieſt, ' 
And by Revenge t'his Murderer, ——his Blood, 
His Royal Blood ſhe doubly, Goubly poyſon'd. T, 
Sax. Thuiider and Earthquakes ! 11 
Amir. And not tend there neither, 
The Beſtial Lult of her inceſtuous Fires 
Trac'd your dead Father's Beauties in your Ryes ; | 
And the ſame Su ulpapron Mine that blew his-Sout-up, 
Was light to Sacrifice the. Martyr*d Son.'; :.. 
Sax. A Whore, a Porioger | nay a Fathers \ hojey:r 
And Fathers Poyſoner! Oh my bloated/Soul ! 
O moſt unnatural doubly damn'd 1 
Mixt in my Fathers Shame ! Oh horror, horrar! 
Oh my vaſt wrongs, deſtrudtion, ruine,death! * 41 A 
Strike thick, ye Darts of Fate. My-pqrdlear: ebiers, a7 £1295 28 
Ha ! Spight of all my pains, that Name thes-Life itt 1) - 
Say, Boy, how fares my Angeline;?: The? Millions”, $96.97 
Of torturing Furies gore this bleediog Heatt, '; -. 
I know thou'lt fay ſhe's well; Aye prints: 
Sleeps innocent, and in her goldeaq- Slumber: : | L\ 
She little dreams what number Diſrotions. 1,68 u1 
SyxFound her wretched Lord, } or, - 
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Amir. Alas, Sir ! Is £40, 1 
Sax. Ha! RES. well. a mad, 
Amir. The ſaddeſt part of all my killing Story” 
Is yet to come. By the ſame Stratagem - 
That has deceiv'd her Lord, was your poor Princeſs; 
By falſe Lorenzo's Luſt; enjoy'd and raviſh'd: 
Sax. Now all the Plagues of him that ſold his God, 
Reward the execrable Dog. My Angeline, 
My deareſt, ſweeteſt, and and once brighteſt Angeline ! 
Ye Tyrant Powers, ye everlaſting Torturers, 
That made Mankind for Ruine ; end me quickly, 
Oh bury me like the rebellious Giants, 
Loaded with Mountain-piles, for I ſhall rave, 
Rave to that height, till allmy gaſping Pangs, 
My rowling Tears,and my loud bellowing Groans, 
Burſt out like CataraQts, enough ſo deafen 
The very Thunder of my angry Gods. 
Yet hold, I have ſome buſineſs to diſpatch, 
Before my Eye-balls burſt. 'Say, Boy, canſt thou / 
Obligea very wretched thing, and bear 
My dying Sighs to that dear martyr*d"Innocence ? 
Amir. My Lord, I can. 
Sax. And wilt thon be ſo kind ? 
Nay, thou'lt be kinder yet ; for thou't a Convert, 
A gentle honeſt Boy. But oh too late ! 
Speak, is it in thy power to bleſs my Eyes 
With one laſt view of thoſe dear beauteous Ruines, 
Before we part and die ? 
Amir. My Lord, it is:; 
Your Princeſs is my Charge : 
And your own Servant here, by my inſtructions, 
Shall haſte and bring her to your Arms this minute. 
Sax. Heay*ns brighteſt Diadem crown thee for this Goodneſs. 


There Amiran whiſpers with Carlo, and gives him « Key 


Fly, Carlo, fly, and as thou bring'ſt her hither, 
Repeat the diſmal Tale of all our Woes. 

But oh, "tis terrible, "tis wondrous terrible 
For ſuch chaſte Ears, yet ſhe muſt hear it all. 
Leave not one tittle that may wing her Soul 
For its laſt flight; for, Carlo, . ſhe muſt die. 
The ſofteſt Heart that yon Celeſtial Fire 
Could ever aftimate, mult break and die. 
Weare both too wretched to outlive this day ; 
Andl but ſead thee as her Executioner. H 2 Carlo. 
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Carlo. fly to obey you, Sir. - Thi? 
© Sax. Stay, Carlo, ſtay. ] | 
Why allthis haſteto murder ſ@ much-Innocenre ? 
aur nar 6s lince thy Tongue muſt kill 
The brighteſt form ttPenamour'd Stars can e'er 
Receive, or th'impoveriſh'd World can loſe, 
Go, Carlo, go; but prithee wound her Spult 
As gently as thou canſt z and when thou ſeeſt 
A flowing Shower from her Twin-Orbs'sf Light 
All drown the faded Roſes of her Checks ; 
When thou behold"ſt *midſt her diſtra&ed groans 
Her furious Hand, that feeble fairRevenger, 
Rend all the mangleg Beauties of her Face, 
Tear her bright Locks, and their difhevelPd Pride 
On her pale Neck that raviſh'd whiteneſs fall ; 
Guard, guard thy Eyes ; for, Carlo, *tis a ſight 
Will ſtrike SpeQtators dead. CE xit Carlo. 
Amir. 1 fear there neetls | 
No ſtudy now to be that Beauty's Marderer. 
Sax. How, Boy! Ft | 
Amir. The lloody Pope, frighted laſt Night 
At her diſcover'd Face, has doonr'd you both 
Teeternal Silence by a Bowl of Poyſon. 
Sax. Ln b-- 1 | 
Amir. Theſe three thoufand Crowns were given nte 
To bribe the Prieſt to mix your fatal Drugs, 
And Pm afraid her Draught's alveady paſt. 
Sax. Now for a Bait ſo ſtrong might catch the Devil ! 
Pd angle with this black rank Whore She-Pope 3 
I'd float the Witch upon the burning Lake, 
And when the hungry Fiend bobb'\d'up; to gorge her, 
I'd with her Croſier ſtick him through rhe Throat, 
And tug him up from Hell. Sport for a God ! 
Oh the wild forms of my unruly Soul ! 

Enter Angeline with ber Hair diſhevell"d, attended by Carlo. 
"Thou beauteous Pile of everlaſting Wo, . 
Approach thy wretched Lord. 

Ang. . Where art thou; -Carlo ? | 
Lend me thy Hand, and guide'me to my Love; 
For theſe benighted Eyes are ſo o'er-drown'd in tears, - 
Thas I'm all dark, and cannot find my way. 

Sax. So have I ſeena Cloud all gilt with light ; C 


Eut oh ye Pow'rs that could thoſe Heay*ns benight ! 
What was her Day, \if ſhe can ſet fo bright ? ; 
Ang. Oh my lov'd Lord, This 
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This ruin'd thing comes to thy Feet to die. 


_ Sax. If thou muſt die, draw neer, my lovely Martyr ; 
Come to this Breaſt, and make theſe Arms thy Monument. 
Ang. In thoſe lov'd Arms} Oh ſtay, wheream 1 going ? 


Stand off, my Lord, ſtand off. 
Thoſe dear embraces are too bleft a- circle 
For ſuch a ſully*d bloated thing as I am. 
Sax. And can I be more miſerable ſtill ? 
Ah can thoſe ſetting beams of light withdraw 
Their laſt kind warmth from thy expiring Lord ? 

Aag. No, my dear Life, we muſt embrace no more. 
#hould I approach thoſe charming Fires too nigh, 
There's ſo much vital heat in thy lov'd boſom, 

That I ſhall live, live a pollated Monſter, 

And make the bluſhing world aſham'd to own me. 

Live with my load ef ſhame ! No, cruel Pow'rs, 

Hear my laſt Prayer, and give my murder'd Honour 

And me one Grave. | 
Sax. Oh thou bright falling Star, 

Never was Love nor Injuries like thine ; 

Poor raviſht ſweetneſs ! | 

Ang. Raviſht ! Oh Ruine, Fate, DeſtruQtion, Death * 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Lips, oh Heavens, this ſacred Boſom, 
Once the bleſt Throne of thy tranſported Joys, 

Made a loath'd Monſters Prey ! But oh ye Powers, 
This is not half my Scene of Wo: $! 
The bleeding Zacrece, and the mourning Philomel 
Could plead as much as this : But I am a wretch 
A thouſand times more monſtrouſly deform'd. . 
Oh my vaſt Wounds ! there's that wide breach of Ruine 
In this one Breaſt; will let in Death enough 
To break both hearts. 
Sax. Together let *em break. 
Ang. Oh my wrong'd Lord, 
When to my fatal Bed th*Adulterer came, 
But oh, that hour be blotted from Eternity ! 
I harmleG, languiſhing, expecting innocence, 
Met the foul Traytor, kiſt, embrac'd him, loy'd him, 
Around his Neck my longing Arms I threw ; 
For I was kind, and thought, my Lord, *twas you. 
Oh horror, horror, unexampled horror ! 
Sax. Name it no more. Why did th'eternal Bring 
Create a Form ſo perfe&ly divine, 
The Miracle of Story, Ages, Worlds, 
So'far above her Sex upon a Pyramid 
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"Of Trophies fixt like a tranſparent Glory, 

And now all at one ſndden blaſt of Lightning 
To ſtrike the Maſter-piece of their Creation, 
Thrown headlong from her Pinacle of Honour, 
And daſh the ſhining Chriſtal Globe to pieces ? 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye Gods, bluſh till your glowing Skies 
Anticipate the World's laſt Funeral-Pile, 
And ſcorching Nature burn and raveas I do, 

Ang. Methinks I ſee thro! your diſtracted eyes 

A Load of Fate weigh down your drooping Soul ; 
And is it all for your poor Angeline. 

Be comforted ; what tho? I.come todie, 

"Tis but a ſhort farewelto this baſe world, 

Till we ſhall meet in purer-Joys above. 

Sax. Ah no, my Angeline ;, when thou art dead, 

; Tam 3fraid my wrongs ſo- high will riſe, 

Make ſuch-complaints againſt my angry Stars, 
Till in deſpair 
I curſe the Author of my wretched Being ; 
Then in my wild Apoſtate Fury die, 
And never meet thee more. 

Ang O ke my Lord, 

Take heed, take heed of this unjuſt deſpair ; 

Oh pray to Heav?n, and think that I am there. 

Oh do not tax the great Omnipotence 

Of onght unjuſt ;/ when they depos'd us here, 

No doubt *twas but to crown us brighter there. 

Sax.Yes,ye great Powers,make us amends in Heav?n; 

For we have had butlittle Juſtice here. 

Ang. Oh my dear Love, Idie. 
Now take me, take me to thy deareſt Arms : 
You need not be afraid t?embrace me now, 

For I ſhall die, and be all white again, 

And you may love me then without a Sin. 4 
In this warm Bed a ſpotleſs Martyr lay, | 
For Death's kind hand wipes all my Stains away. [T yer. 

Sax. What diſmal Planets reign'd when 1 was born ? 

Planets, Fiends, Furies ! 

Theſe were th'aſcendent Lords at my Creation 

That abhorr'd Night: when my unlucky Parents 

Mixt their unhappy Loves to form-this Being, 

No ſmiling Star peep'd forth. | 

But where's this Raviſher, this Pope, young Fairy ? 

Revenge, ye Gods, Revenge! Is there that Word 
1x all the dear Records of Fate for me ? Oh OW” ff 
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Oh could I but efcape from this dire place, 
And meet but once more this Monſter face to face! 

Amir. ' My Lord, you ſhall. . 

Sax. How Boy ! Say that again. 

Amir. Sir, this Gold 
Deſign'd toVuy your Blood, ſhall pay your Ranſom : 
With this I'll purchaſe your deliverance. 
Thus ſecretly releaſt, be 4t your Art-' 
To ſtrike your Dagger to the Traytor's heart. 

$xx. Now art thou kinder than a giving God, 
And even prevent'ſt my Prayers. From thy bright Heav*n, 
Bleſt Saint, look down, and let thy well-pleas'd Ghoſt 
Smile at the Victim I intend to make thee. 
And the flow pangs of his fad heart forgive, | 
Who for thy Vengeance mult thy Fate out-live: [Excunt. 


SCENE theLaft. 


Enter a Rabble of Romans. 

From within.) A Proceſſion ! A Proceſſion ! A Proceſſion! 

Rom. 1. Well Neighbours, ſince his Holineſs is pleas'd to.give- 
us 2 Holy-day, let us improve it, and make the beſt uſe on't, that 
is, go to the Tavern, and be downright drunk. | ; 

Kom. 2. I, Neighbour, for I never knew any other uſe of Ho-- 
ly-day, but firſt to go to Church, and then be drunk. 

Rom.-1. You make a juſt interpretation : but here lies the que-. 
ſtion, whether we ſhall fit in the Tavera like Sots, and not-be 
drunk till night, or go and be preſently drunk, then go home, 
beat our Wives, and fleep an hour, then riſe and be drunk again. 
before Sun-ſet, this I take to be the improvement of the day. 

Rom. All. 1, I, tis, tis: 

Rom. 2, But heark you, Neighbour, do you never go to Church?: 

Rom. 1. Poſitively, no; my Reaſons I will render. Firſt, you 
do not take me for the leaſt Fool amongſt you. 

Al. No, no! 

Kom. 2. Nor the leaſt Knave, Neighbours. 

All. No, No. 

Rom. 1. Then I conclude Ill never pray at all; whilſt we liave. 
ſuch Shoals of Church-mea to do: it for ns, as Cardinals, Monks, . 
Abbots, Priors, and'a thouſand Orders more ; and with all theſe 
Holy Men about us, *tis impoſſible we ſhould be damn'd Neigh-- 
bours. 

Rom. 2. Ay, but Neighbour, you-ought- to help at a dead Lifr, 
"is hard truſting to other mens Prayers. ig” 
- Kom. Why, don't I pay for"c? I rell thee it- goes againſt the 
&o\ Kevdog | | © "graln;. 
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grain to pray and pay too z ll not do'r, got I, and if 1 be damn'd» 
at their peril b'it. ad F 

Kom. 2. Then I perceive, Neighbour, you are in a deſperate 
condition. ' 

Rom. 1. Not at all ; for always when I pay the Prieſt his Du- 
ties, I always.takean Acquittance, and thoſe Acquittaſſfes | take as 
a Paſsport to ſlip me by Purgatory into the other world. 

Rom. 2. But which of thoſe other worlds do you think to goto ? 

Roms. 1. So I 'ſcape Purgatory, no matter which. 

Rom, 2. But I'm afraid this will not do your work, Neighbour ! 

Rom. 1. Then let the Church bate me my Peter-pence, and 11! 
pray for my ſelf, and ner trouble em, and that 1 think's fair. 

All. Ay, Ay- 

Rom. <þ Belides, that's. taking the Bread ont. of 'the Prieſts 
Mouths, and that's ao other than $Sacrilege, 'ris plain Intrench-. 
ment. 

Rom. 3. Intrenchment ! What's . Intrenchment ? 

Rom. 1. Are yon ſucha Fool you don't know what Intrenchment 
means ? why Iatrenchmeat is a hard word, and ' you all know 

what a hard word is. 

Al. 1, 1. 

Rom. 1. Why, *tis medling with what we have nothing to do 
with, which is no better than may ay Pocket ; why Neigh- 
bour, you keep a reverend Brandy-Shop, and would not you take 
It ill if a Cardinal ſhould ſet up, and ſell Brandy by you ? in troth, 
he'd go nigh to break you. 

Rom. 3» I dod, would he. 

Rom. 4. I'll undertake, if a Cardinal ſhould ſell Brandy, he'd 
be the richeſt man in all Rome. 

Rom. 1. Til undertake then PI find you one ſhall do't. 


Enter the Duke of Saxony with Attendants , bearing in the dead Body 
of the Ducheſs of Saxony. 

Rom. 2. But ſee that which you call'd a Proceſſion, looks more 
like a Funeral. oF: 

D. Sax. .Oh, worthy Romans, here behold a ſight 

Will fill your Eyes with Tears, and Hearts with (Grief; 
And if this ſight alone ſhall failto move, 
For Deaths are common in the Streets of Rome, 
Yet will the Story, when unfolded, ſtrike 
You all with ſudden horror and Amazement. 

Rom. 1: Dad, he ſpeaks well. 

Sax. Say worthy Romans, 

If freely you'll afford your Charity 
Toan d Prince, that preſs'd with griefs 
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And Titles to become yourtunible | Twi 3* 03. +722 1 
Rom. 2. Our Suppliane: » 
Sax. Nor do I ddubt, but when you have heard myStory, - 


You w revenge. 
Rom, 1, Well Sir , 1 ; you are 4 Prince, and that 
your good Lady is dead , and you'd have usmake ber alive again : 
Wecan __ is not every. man that lives in 
Rome can do that Job , butif you'll ſpeak to the Pope, or one of his 
Cardinals they'll do it for a word ſpeaking. 
Sax. And is this all theattention you can give me ! 
Oh, Reme, how is thy wonted Braveneſs chang'd, 
Since thy Inhabitants at call of Anthony | 
Flock'd round the Body of their murther'd Ceſar; 
With Tears they waſtvd his Wounds. 
And mixt a Deluge with his guſhing Blood 5 * 
Then ſtarting from the Corps with noble rage, 
Revenge and Juſtice through theStreets they cryed. 
Oh, Romans, you will live to ſee that day 
When from your Roofs your will be dragg'd, 
"Their Virgin Innocence abuſed with duſt, 
And thus brought home a lamentable Speftacle. 
Thus ſhall your Wives and Daughters all be raviſh'd, 
Diſhonour'd, Poyſon'd. | 
Rom, 2. Why, has the Princeſs been ſo ſerv'd / 
Rom. 1. Soit ſeems, if you'll believe a dead woman. 
Sax. If this dear Beauty, bornof noble Blogd, 
By Wedlock plant'd in a Prince's Boſom, 
Could not eſcape from Treaſon, Rapes and Death, 
How ſhall your Wives, your Daughters and your Siſters, 
To whom no Awe, nor Guard makes difficult approach ? 
Be ſafe ; no, I preſage they ſhall be proſtitured all, 
Defiled, abuſed, torn vp with impious luſt ; 
And to conceal the wicked Aftors names, 
Be murthered as mine has heen. 

Rom. 2, But, pray, Sir, if a man may be ſo bold, who was the 
Dog that did this plaguy Job ; by S. Winifred, my Fingers do fo 
itch-to be at him. 

Rom, 1. Ay, do but tel] us where we may find the Dog , and 
we will roaſt the Rogue: and make the Devil a Feaſt of him. 

Sax. I, that's the thing I ask, revenge, revenge me. 

And toencourage you for this great deed ; 

Take this, and this for your Reward, and Heaven 

And Juſtice for your Leaders. Kom. 1. Gold, Boys! 

Rom. 2. A noble worthy Prince, and we'll live and die by him. 
Sax. But Gentlemen, when I have recounted the ſtrange . . 
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1 owe mine and-thiy Begutegns Martyrs ryine- 307 oh r ny oY; 

Fo your accurſed Pope. TR! 220 M 
Rom. 1. The Pope! .. Row, 2. The Pope ! b Miſe; ) 


Rom. 3. Takeheed Siry what you fay-x the Pope ! oſs 
But that you have greas'd, 04 TAP ron thang e— Fl 1A 10 
uUdſlid, the Pope ! Ant y:13 9M 

Sax- Nay, _—__ do not thiok ptter ought POETIC 
Againſt Romes Majelty, but Romes ior Ther FT i” of 43 WF 
Not that y_ Office Arey Dag clacy, | 
But the accurit Impot at prd W3 - VO ONTT EGS) 
Oh, Gentlewen, that ſeeming RoyakHdegd... _— 92:12v5.7 
To which you kneeland na ny mee" onto f} OD 
Loath'd Sorcercls, a filthy rank Adultereſ: 47 
A Woman damn'd in Luſt; whilR thevile Schriech Ont. 
Broods in the Neſt af Eagles. ' |: - KA 

1 9] (Enter Ligrentg,... at 

Lor, The murder'd Angeline, and the Saxon Duke. © a 
This Ground's tba befifor mec! :* 4 $144 75.0, c Offers ro go. 

Sax. Stay:Vidlam,ſtay.: - 

Look on that Martyr afd this Arm, and then 
Prepare thy Soul for everlaſting Fire, 
Lox. I will not kght with _ 
Sax. Not fight. - 
Art thou a.Brate fo rahkyand yt ſo fearful, | | 
But dol talk ! a Minutes life*s too long. Fights. 

Loy. Thou haſt kill'd me;and Damnation thank thee for it, (Dies, 

Sax. Thus far, bleſt Saint, thy great.revenge ſucceeds. 

Enter Pope, C nals, Prieſts, and other Officers , asin in for f 4 
. Preceſſion, 

Pape. Loverizy murder” d,Anda hat SaXOn Yaklizk - ms 
Alive, and in the head o'ch' Multitude ! 40391; 
lam berrayed; undone. ( Ajiae. 

$4x:\ Romans, Lords, Cardinals, to you I _ | 
That brand of. Hell -: | PR 

Pope. Now by yon bright Omaiporence, " | urk 
Some black deſign againit Romes awſyl Godhead. 14 9x6 

Sax. No, by yon bright Omnipotence | come 
For Juſtice, Juſtice againſt Rome Scarlet Whore, 
- Pope. Dyvr adored Devil, fave me but this once. 
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And dazling Glory is eclipſed for ever. - 75 eR 

Inſtead of Majelhy i: en 2 Throne, - . Uh 

That mitred Monſter is a Whore, Hag, Sorcereſs. 

Pope. Heavens, can your Thunder ſleep, and tamely hear 
Such Blaſphemies within the Walls of Rome ? 

"Cad. 1. Inhumane Inſolence! 'Card. 2. Exquilite Traytor! 
Sax. No, willful blind deluded Prelates, no, -. -- . - 

Eternity blaſt re, if ſhe be nat a, Woman, 

And the moſt rank Damnation ever ſhaped. - 

And to make up her loathed Abominations 

By her contrivance was this Beauty 

' Firſf raviſh'd; and then murther'd ; AMS! 

Whilſt th' Hell-burfit Luſt of the adult'rous Hag 

Within theſeblaſted Arms ſupplyed her Room. 

Pope. Oh Rome, and Romans , leſt the wrath of Heaven 
Should rain doiwn Fire upon your guilty Heads: 

Upon the forfeit of your Souls revenge me. 

Sax. Revenge my Wrongs, and this fair Martyrs Blood. 
Oh right the. Honour of Romes injured Majeſty, *_ 
And burn the Enchiantreſs.” 

Pope. Oh right the Ronour of Romes injured Majeſty, 

And ſeiſe the Heretick. ( Saxony draws, and - 

makts at the Pope, but is 4;[arm'd by the people. 
All the Gard. Burn, burn the Traytor. 

The Rabble. Burn him, burn him,burn him. 

( Exeunt the Rabble, forcing out Saxony to exccution. 

Pope, This dread Encounter, ( oh my ſtaggerivg frame )) | 
Has looſen'd every Vein about my Heart, : 

"And Iam all o'er Convulſions. But lead on, 

And end the Sacred Buſineſs of the day, "ns 

His Treaſon ſtopt, but his Blood clears our way. ( Exeunt. 

The Scene opens, and diſcovers a Stake and Faggots , with Prieft; with 
Lighted Torches to kindle the Fire, and the Rabble burrying Saxony 
to the Fire, 

Sax. Burnat a Stake, doom'd likeq Slave, a Traytor ! 

Farewel thou Royal rank Church W hore, farewel, 

Live and reign on, yes hot Inchantreſs hve 

Komes univerſal Teeming, Fruirful Proſtitute : 

Brood on Remes curſed Chair, braod like a hatching Balilisk 3 

Entail thy Luſt Va thouſand Generations, 

And warm the Neſt for all thy bloody Succeſſors : 

May rot that Beaft of Prey, a Pope, ſucceed thee, 

But be thy Baſtard , Not a Cell nor Cloyſter 

But be thy Brothel. be. 

And not a fawning Cardiral but thy Bawd : 

And lelt thy heperal progeny ſhoul fail, _ 

" Mix thy black Luſt with fome engendring Devil, 
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. Card. 1, Thusthen the Coronation iy 
ON which Romes inſtalled Biſhop, Heavegs 
nant takes his great Commiſſion, _ 
Shall thro * it have that ſubtle goncave form'd 
THER which a reverend Matrggs hand — — 
Card. 2. Now by you Stars iafpiced by ſame good Anzel, 
© Lgueks thy glorious purpoſe, _ * 
Card. 1. Now Devils we defie your 'utmoſtpower, + 
Reme; awful Throne ſhall be profan'd nomore; © 
Put- Whores and Bawds upon us, if 'you can, 
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